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—— e ˙ SELLER on 


THE 


PARADISE 


of Daintie Deuiſet. 
Contayning many pit hy precepti learned (oun 


ſailes aud excellent inuentions:right pleaſant and 
profitable for al eſtates, 


Deuiſed and written for the moſt parte by 


M. Edwardes ſõetime of hes Maieſties Chappell : the reſt by 
lundry Gentlemen both of Honour and Wor- 
ſhip whoſe Names hereatter 
followe. 


Whereunro is added ſundry new inuentions _ / 
very pleaſant and aclightfll, 


AT LONDON 


Printed for Ervvar D VVIHIT E dwel- 


ling at che little North doore of Paules 


G at the ſigne of the Gun, 


1 . 


| 


„The Names of thoſe who wrote 


theſe Deuiſes. | 
Saint Barnard. laſper Haywoode. 
E. o. | 8 55 Kindlemarih. 
Lord Vaux the elder- D. Sand. 
V. Hunwis, i. Tlaqpe. 


The tranilation ot tue dieued d. Barnards veries 
contayning the vnſtablefelicitic ol this eats 7 


wauering w 


Cur mũdus militat ſub vana gloria, cuius proſperitas eſt tràſitorĩa, 
Tam cito labitur, eius potentia, quam vaſi figuli, que ſunt fragilia. 
oy doth each ſtate apply it ſelfe to wanldiy pzaiſe? - 
\/ And vndertake (ach tople to heepe vp honoures gains; 
Whoſe ſeate though ſeeming ſure, on fickle fogtune tales 
Whoſe gifts were neuer pꝛo d perpetuall to remaine. 
But euen as an earthen potte, with euerp flillip lailes. 
So Foꝛtunes fanour flits, and Fame with honour quailes. 
| (fallaciz 
Plus crede litteris, ſcriptis in glacie, quam mundi fragilis, vanæ 
Fallax in præmjis, virtutis ſpecie, quæ nunqnam habuit, 9 fi- 
(duciæ 
Chinke rather firme to finde, a figure grauen in Ice, 
Whoſe ſubſtance ſublect is to heate of ſhining Sunne: 
CTben hope loꝛ ſtedlaſt ſtay in wanton woꝛ ldes deulce, 
Whoſefatned fond delightes from falſhoodes loꝛge do come. 


And vnder vertue s vaile are largely dealt about, 
Decetuing thoſe who thinke their date will neuer out. 


(ritatibus 
Magis credendum eſt, viris fallacibus, quam mundi miſetis proſpe 
Falſis inſaniis, & voluptatibus, falſiſque ſtudiis et vanitatibus. 


Che erifling truthleſſe tongue of rumors lping lippes, 
Deſerues moze truſt then doth the high eſt happy hap: 
Chat woꝛld to woꝛldlinges giues,foz (ce how honcur ſlips, 
To fooliſh fond conceites, to pleaſures popſoned ſap, 

Co ſtudies lalſe in pꝛoole, to artes applied to gaine, 

To lickle fancies topes, which wiſdome deemeth vaine. 


bilis 
Dicvbi Salomon olim tam nobilis, vel vbi Sampſon eſt dux „ 
Vel dulcis Ionathas multum amabilis, vel pulcher Abſolon vultu 
mirabilis 
Where is that ſacred Bing, that Salomon the wiſe? 
Whoſe wiſedome fozmer time of duety did commend; 
Where is that Sampſon ſtrong that monſtrous man in ze, 


Whoſe fozced arme did cale the mighty pillars bend. 
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Where o the pxrvleſſePaince fhn key Tonathas? 


Oz Abſolon whoſe ſhape andſauour did ſuxpaſſe: 
(dio 


Quo Cæſar aburcclHus imperio, vel dives ſphendidus, totus in pran 
Dic vbi Tullius clarus eloquio, vel Ariſtoteles ſummus ingenio. 


Where is that Cæſar now, whoſe high renowned fame, 
Df ſundzle conqueſts wonne thzoughout the wozlp did ſormd 
©3z Dies rich in ſtoꝛe, and rich in richly name, F 
Whoſe Chill with gold, and diſh with dainties didabound? | 
Where is Ihe paſſing grace of Tullies pleading skil 

Oz Ariſtotles vaine, whole pen had wit and will? 


2 
* 
6 


. * X 2 je 
O eſcavermivm,o maſſa pulueris, ö ros,0 vanitas, cur lic extolleri 
Ignoras penitus,vtrumcras vixeris, fac bonum omnibus, quam diu 


(poteris 
D foode of filthy woꝛme, oh lumpe of loathſome clap, F 
O ule full like the dewe which moꝛning Dunne doth waſte. 
O ſhadow vaine, whoſe ſhape with Sunne doth hzinke a wap, 
Why glozteft thou ſo much in honour to bee plaſte. 
Sith that no cercaine howze of life thou doeſt eniop: 
Moſt fitte it were thy time in goodneſſe toimplop. | 


LYN TAL, ar 
Qui breve feſtum eſt hæc mundi gloria, vt vmbra hominum lic eiu 
Quæ ſẽper ſubtrahitæterna præmia, & duct hominũ ad dura deuia 


Hob ſhort a banquet ſeemes the pompe ol high renownc? 
Hob like the ſenſelege ſhape ol ſhtuering ſhado wes thin 
Are wanton woꝛldly foyes? whoſe pleaſure plucketh downe 
Our harts from hope and hands from wozks which heauen ould win 
And takes vs from the trode which guides to endleſſe game, 
And ſets vs in the wap, that leades to laſting paine, 
(dicitur 

Hæc mundi gloria, quæ magni penditur, ſacris in lit ris, Hos fœni 
Vt leui folum quod vento rapitur, ſic vita henund, hac vita tolhitur 
Che pompe of woꝛldlp pꝛaiſe, which woꝛldlinges hold lo deere 
In hoip ſacred boolie, is likened to a flower 
IA hole date doth not containe, a wecke a month a pecre, 
Vut ſpꝛinging nobo, doth lade againe within an ho wre, 
And as the lighteſt leale, with wind about ts thꝛowne, 
&9 light {5 the life of man end lightly hence is blowne. 

Fins, My luck is lolle 1. Our 


* DDD SS [STO _—_n 
1, Our pleaſures are but vanities. © | © 
Ehold the blaſt, whtch blowesthe bloſſlomes fromthe free, 
O The end whereof,conſumes andcomes tononght wee fee: 
Erc thon the: tſoꝛe be blowne from lile that map not laſt, 
Begin foz grace to co tall. ſoʒ time miſpent and paſt. 


Hue minde on bzittle life, whoſe pleaſures art but vaine, 

On death like wiſe bethinke, how thou ſhalt not remaine: 
And feare the Loꝝd to greeue.luhich ſought thp ſoule to ſaue, 

Io ſinne ns moze bee bent. but mercy enke and ane. 


For death who doth not ſpare, the Ainges on tarth to kill, 
Shall reape alſofrom thee, thy pleaſure, life and will. 

That life which pet remaines . and in thy bꝛeaſt appeares, 

Hath ſowne in thee ſuch ſerdes, pou ought to werde with teates. 


And life that ſhallſutetede, when death is woꝛne and paſt, 
Shall ſpring foz euer then in toy 02 paine tolaſt . 
Where death on life, hath power pe ſee, that life alſo 


Hath mowne the fruites of death, whichcuermore hall grow. 
Fuus ” W. Hunnis 


2. Who waitcth on this wauering world, and vieweth each eſtate, 
By triall taught, ſhall learne it beſt, to liue in ſimple rate. 
4 fd the vale the tender ſh2ub is hid from all miſhap, 

When taller tres that ſtandes aloft, is rent with thunder clap, 
The Turrets tops which touch the cloutes,arc beat with euery blaſt, 

4 Sone ſhineredare their ſtones with to zme and quickly auer · caſt 
Belt bodied tree in all the Wood foz timber beame is formd, 
And to the Are the ſturdieſt Dake, dot h perlde and fall to ground, 
The bigbeſt hill doth ſooneſt fill. the flath of lightnings flame, 
And ſoone decapes the pempe and pzide,of btgh renowned name. 
Ofailthe Peard che Buntfman ſeekes,by pꝛooſe as doth appeare, 
Ulithdonble forked Arrow bead, to wound the greateſt Deere, 
The haughtieſt hesd of all the Oꝛoue, cic path the ſhoꝛteſt lite, 
And Naines the laughter houſe with? ldd, at pꝛick of Butchers knie. 
Thus what thing big heſt place attaines is ſooneſt ouerth2gwie, 
What cuer Foꝛtune lets aloft,the thꝛeats to thzow it Towne, 
And thougy no loꝛce reſiſt tde power, and ſceke tyre to conform, 


- 


Pet 


IFAT OO ee 


Pet doth the pꝛalſe of weighty thinges, decline it ſe lle to ground, 
Foz reſtleſſe tipe ofrowlinge whele, example hath it trid. 
To heauie burden peeld it muſk, full ſoone and ſlip aſide. 
| What va:les the ritch his bed ol Done, the ſighs fo; leepleſſe thought 
q What time in co ach offlocke,the pwze Qceps ſound and feareth nought, 
At homely boꝛde his quicte fode,his drinks in treene be t ane 
Then oft the pꝛoude in cups of gold, with wine receaue their bane, 
The bed, the boꝛde, they d2eade in doubt, with traine to be oppꝛeſt, 
VAht Foztun frowns, their power muſt peeld, as wier vnto the wzelt. 
IAho ſo thou be that ſits alowe, and treads the valloyes path, 
Thou nerds not feare the thunder bolts, ol mightie Iouc his wzath. 
Il Icarus had not pꝛeſumd, to high to take his flight, 
He had not pet beene dzownd in Seas, that nowlcarion hight, 
Il Phaeton had not enterpꝛiſed, to guide his Fathers ſeate, 
His fiers had not enflamed the world, no: bene deſtroped with hea te. 
But who ſo climes aboue the meane, chere is no hope of ſtap, 
The higher, vp the ſoner downe, and nerer his decape. 
Chen vou that here in pompe are plaſt, to giue the golden Mace, 
Tet Cro wne and Scepter both obap, the meane ol vertues race 
Foz neither ſhall renowned vertue, ſc the pit or hell. 
Noz pet in tombe of Marble ſtone, ſher ſhall abide to dio ell. 
And in chat tombe full bzanelp deckt, when that ſhe ſhall depart, 
God ſend her reſt and all things well, accoꝛding to deſart. 
But from the Sepulcher flies Chee hence, beyond the ſkies aboue, 
And gliſtering in the bliſfull ſtarres, ſhe reignes with mighty loue. 
Finis, laſper Haywod. 
3. The perfect triall of a friend. 
Ot ſtayed ſtate, but feeble ſtap, not coſtly robs, but bare arap. ſcãt 
Not paſſed wealth, but pꝛeſent want, not heaped ſkoꝛe, but llender 
Not plentics purſe, but pooꝛe eſtate, not happy hap, but froward fate. 
Not wiſh at will, but want ol toy, not harts god health, but harts anoy. 
Not freedoms vie, but pꝛiſoners thꝛall, not coſtlyſeate, but loweſt fall, 
Not wealeJ mcane, but wꝛetched woe, doth truly try the friend fro foe, 
And nougyht but froward Foztune proues, who fawning faines, oꝛ ſim⸗ 
Finis. NI. Yloop. ply loues. 


4. Being aſkedthe occaſion of his white head, lie auſwered thus. 


V V Here ſighing ſighs, and ſoꝛrow ſobs, 
{)ath ſlaine the (ltps that Nature ſet: 
dns 


_  ofdaintic Deuiſes. 
And ſcolding ſhowers, with tony thzobs, 
The kindly ſap from them hath let. 
Mhat wonder then though that pon ſee 
Upon mp head white haires to bee. 


Chere thought hath thzfldand thzown his ſpears 
To hurt the heart that harm th him not: 
And groaning griefe hath groand rozth teares, - 
Mine opes to ſtaine my face with ſpot, 

What wonder then though that pou (ce 

Upon mp head white baires to bee. 


Chen pinching paine himlelfe hath plaſt, 
There peace with pleaſure were poſſeſt: 
And where the walles of wealth lay wa tt, 
And pouertp in them is pꝛeſt. 

What wonder then though that p ou (cr, 
Upon my head white haires to bee. 


here wꝛetched woe will we aue hir web, 
Where Care the clew will catch and caſt, 
And floods ol top are fallen to ebbe, 
So low that life map not long laſt. 
What wonder then though that pon ſee, 
Upon my head white haires tobee. 


T beſe haires of age aremeſſengers, 
Which bid me faſt, repent, and pzap, 
They bee of death the Harbengers, 
Chat dooth pzepare and dꝛeſſe the wap. 
Wherefoze J top that you map ſee, 
Upon mp head ſuch haires to bee. 


Thep bee the lines that leade the length, 
Hob farre mp race is fozto runne: 
They ſap mp ponth is fled with ſtrength, 
And how old age is weake 
The which J feele and you map fee, 
Uponmy head (ach lines to bee. 


| I be Paradiſe. | | 
They be the lr ings of ſcbcrſcerd, 
Ezlhoſe muſike is hermomcall, 
There tunes declare a time, fram ground 
A came, and how thereto J (hall. 
Elhbereſo2c I iop that pou map ſæ, 
Upon my head ſuch ſtrings to bee. 


Godgrauntall thoſe thaf white hatres haue, 
No woꝛſethem take then J haue meant, 
That after they be lapd fu graue, 
There ſonles may top there liues well ſpent, 
God graunte line wiſe that pou may lee, 
Upon pour headſuch haires to bee. | 
FINIS. | W. II 


5, Beware of had ] wiſt. 
B E ware of had J wiſt, whoſe line bzings care and ſmarte: 
Eſteeme of ali as they deſerue, and derme as dermd thou art. 
So ſhall thy perfec friend, en ſoy his hoped hire, 
And laithlede fawring foe ſhall miſſe, the effect ol his deſire. 
Gocd will ſhali haue his game, and hate ſhall heape difpight, 
A faithleſſe friend ſhall lind diſtruſt, and loue Hall reape deligh 
Thy ſelle ſhall reſt in peace, thy friend ſhall fop thy fate, 
Thy loes ſhall lret at thy good hap, and J ſhall iop thy ſtate, 
But this mp fond aduice, may ſeeme perchaunce but vaine, 
As rather teachinge how to looſe. then how a friend lo galne. 
But this not mp intente, to teach to finde a friend, 
But ſafely how to loue and liue, is all that J intend: 
And it paz pꝛoue in parte and find my counſell true, 
Then with me well koꝛ my good will, tis all J crane:adne. 
FINIS. 0 My lucke is loſſe. 


t, 


6. NMI. Edwards May, 
V Hen May is in his pꝛime:then may each harte reioyce, 
Y TAhe May bedecks each bꝛach with grete, each bir dſtrains. 
T he linely ſape crœps vp, into the bloming thozne, (fo2th his voice 
The flowers with cold in pꝛiion kept, now laughs the fr oſt to ſcoꝛne 
All Natures Jinps triumph whiles iopfull Map doth laſt, 
ben Pay is gone, of all the pere the pleaſant time is pat. 


a 


* 


of Daiatie Deuiſcs. 
Map makes the cheereiuli hue, ay bꝛerdes and bꝛings new blood, 
Map marcheth th2oughout euerp um. May makes the merry moode, 
May p2icketh tender barts, their warbling notes to tune: 
Full ſtrange it is, vet ſome w: ſee, do make their Map in Time. 
Tbus thinges are ſtrangely wꝛought, whilſt topſull May dotb laſt, 
Take Pap in time, wen Map is gone, the pleaſent time is paſt. 


All ye that liue on carth, and haue peur Jap at Wwf!l, 
Ketopce in May as J do nom, and vſe pour Map with skill: 
Uſc Pay wile that pou map. (62 Map bath but bis time, 
NUhen all the fruit is gone. it is too late the iree ta clime. 
Pcuriking and pour luſt is fre, while ap doth laſt, 
Whcn ap is gone, ot all the peare, the plealant time is paſt. 

a FINIS. NI. Edwardes, 


7. Faire wordes make fooles faint. 


N poutblull pearts, when firſt my poung deſires began, 
To pꝛicke me fozth to ſerue in Ovurt, a lender tall young man, 
Mp fathers bleſſing then J asked vpon mp knee: 
Who bleſſing me with trembling hand, theſe wozdes gan ſap to me. 
Pp ſorme God guide thy way. and chic id ther from miſchance, 
And make thy luſt deſerts i Curt, thy pooꝛe eſtate t aduante. 
Pet when thou art beeome, one of the courtly traine: 
K binke on this pzoucrbe olde( quod he )that faire wezds make foolcs 
faine, 
This cormſaile grauelie giuen, moſt range appearcs to me: g 
Cilltràa cf time with open eyes. had made me plalnelplee. 
What ſubtle leigvtes are W2ought, by painted tales demiſe, 
CUben hollow heartes with friendly ſhe wes, the ſunple do entiſe: 
To thinke all golde that ſhines, to fced their fond deſires: 
EU boſe ſbiuering celd is warmde with ſmoake in Reed ol lamina fire: 
Dith talke of tlenie truſt, doth bzeede a hope moſt vaine: 
Tbis ꝛouc t be itue t p pzoofe finde, that faire wozds make ſoolcs 
| | fatne 
Fatre ſpeech aivap doth weil, where deedes enſne faire ER | 
Faire ſpeech alwap againe doth eull, that buſhes giue ſoz birds, 
Who hopes to haue faire wozds, to trie his luckie lot: 
Ii 3 map connſaile, let him ſir ine it whiles the pꝛon is hote. 
B 
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Nul them that ſcede on tloddes, in tead of pleaſant grapes, 
And alter warning often giuen,foz better lucke ſtill gapes, 
Full loath J am, pet muſt J tell them in woꝛdes plane: (faine 
{7 his pꝛouerbe olde pꝛoues true in them, that faire woꝛds make fooles 


o worth the time that woꝛds fo llololp turne to deedes 
TU oe woꝛth the time that faire ſweet flowers are growne to rotten 
But thꝛiſe woe wozth the time that truth awap is fled, (wecdes, 
TAherein I ſce how ſimple harts mith woꝛdes are vainely fed, 
Truſt not faire woꝛdes therefoze, where no deedes do enſue, 

Truſt woꝛds as skilfull Faulkners doe truſt Hawkes that neuer flue, 
Zruſt deedes,let woꝛdes be woꝛdes, which neuer wzought me gaine, 
et mp experience make pou wiſe, ,and let woꝛds make fooles faine, 


Finis, M. Edwardcs. 


n his extreame ſickneſſe. 


WV. grieues mp bones, makes my body faint? 
What pꝛicks my ſleſh, a teares my headin twain 
Why doe J wake, when reſt ſhould me attaint: 
den others laugb, mby doe J line in pane? 
I toſſe, J turne, I change from ſide to ſide, 
And ſtretch me oft,in ſozrowes linkes betide. 


IJ tolle, as one betoſt in waues of care, 
7 turne to file the woes of loathſome life: 
J change, to ſpie, i degth this coꝛpes might ſpare, 
I ſtretchto — rid me of this ſtrife: 
Thus do J ſtretch, and change, z toſſe and turne: 
While J in hope of heauen, mp life do burne. 


Then hold the ſtill.let be thy heauineffe: 
Aboliſh care, ſoꝛget thy pining woe: 
Fo2 by this meanes ſoone ſhalt thou find redꝛeſſe, 
When oft betoſt, dence thou tobeauen muſt goe. 

Then to Neand turne,and tumble franke and fre, 

©bappp thꝛiſe, when thou in heauen ſhalt be. 
Finis. L. Vaux. 

9. For 


of daintie Deuiſes. 
9 For Chriſtmas day. 
Reioyce.reioy ce, with hart and voice, 
In Chriſtes birth this day reioice. 
Rom Uirgins wombe this day did ſpzing, 
The pzetious ſeed that onelp ſaued man: 
T his da p let man reiopte andſweetelp ſing: 
Since on this dap, ſaluation firſt began. 
This day did Cbꝛill mans ſoule from death remoue, 
With gloꝛious Saintes, to dwell in heauen aboue. 


This dap to man came pledge of perfect peace, 
This day to man came lone and vnitty, 
This dap mans griefe beganfo2 to ſurceaſe. 
This dap did man receive a remedie: 

Fo2each offence and euery deadly ſinne, 

With gultltie hart that erſt he wandꝛed in, 


In Chziſtes flocke let lone be ſarely plaſt, 
From Chꝛiſtes floc ke. let concoꝛd hate expell: 
Df Chailtes flocke let lone be ſoembzaft, 
As we in Chꝛiſt, and Ch2ift in vs may dwell, 
Chziſt is the authoꝛ of vnitie, 
From whence pꝛoceedeth allfelcitp. 


O ſing bnto this glittering Ring. 
O pꝛaiſe his name, let euerpliuing thing: 
Let heart and volte, like Bels of ſilner ring: 
The comfozt that this dap did bzing. 
Let Lute,let ſhalme, with ſound ofſwete delight, 
Tbetop of Cbꝛiſtes W dap * a 
uns. . 


10. For Eaſter day. 


AE moꝛtall men this dap reiopce,in Chzift that vou redeemed hath 

By death with death, ſing we with voice, to bum that hath ap- 
peaſd Gods wzath, 

Due vnto man foz ſinnefull path, wherein befoze he went aſtrap: 

Glue thanks to him with perfect faith, thatfoz mankind hath made this 


gloztous dap. 
B 2 Tb Of 
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Cbis dap de rolefro tomb again, wherin his p;eclons coꝛps was latde, 
Wham: cruellythe Jowes had llain with bloody woũds full ill araid, 
O man be now no moze diſmaid, ifthou hencefozth from im do Gap, 
Cl death thou ncedl not he afraid, Chꝛiſt conquered death ſoz 
this his gloꝛious dap. 
His death pꝛeuailed had no whit, as Paul th Apoſtle wel doth wzite, 
Except be had vpꝛaiſed it, from death to life by God like might. 
lich moſt triumphant gutter ing light. 
This dap his glozy ſhined Jſay, and made vs bꝛigbt as Sunne, 
O man ariſe with Chailttherefo2e,ſince he from ſin hath made thee free 
Bc ware thou fall in ſne no moze, but riſe as Ch2ilt did riſe foz thee. 
Ho maieſt thou him in gloxee ſee when he at dap ol doome ſhall ſap 
Come thou my child, and dwell with me, God grant vs all toſce 
that glozious dap. FINIS. Iaſ; per Haywood, 
| 11, For Whitſonday. 
Ome holy Sholt eternall God, and ceaſe the wofull griefe, 
That thzough the heapes ofyeauic ſinne, can no where find releſe 
Do thou O C opredzefle, 
The greatdiftreſle, 
Dffinneful heauineſſe, 


Come comfo2t tte afflicted thoughtes ol my confinned hart, 
O rid the pearcing paines ol my tozmenting (mart. 

O holy Ohoſt graͤunt me, 

That J by thee, 

From ſume map purged be, 


Thcu art my Gcd (0 thee alone, J will commend wpcauſe. 


Ne2 g.iitering geld noz pꝛetious (tones ſhal make me leaue thy lalves 
O teach me then the way, 
Uihcerebp J may, 
Panke thce my oneip tap, 


Pp lips, mp tongue, myhart, and all ſhall ſpꝛead thy inigbty name, 
Pp voice lhall neuer ceaſe to ſound, the pzaiſes of the ſame. 
Pea euery lining thing, | | 
=hallſwectelp ſing: | 
To thee (O heaucnly King.) Finis. F * 
12. A6 


of Daintic Deuiſes 
12. No pleaſure withoutpatue. 

8 dete were the loyes that both might lacke and lat, 

Strange were the ſtate, ereꝛnpt lrom all diſtreſſe, 
Happy the lie, that no michap ſhould taſte, 
Bleſſed the chaunce, might neuer change lutcelle: 

There ſuch a life to leade, oz (fate to pꝛoue, 

Aould not with that ſuch alle were loue, 


Bul O the ſowzte ſauce of ſweete vſurte, 
When pleaſures flie, andflie with waſt ol wind: 
The truſtles tr aines, that hoping hearts allure, 
When ſweet delightes, do but allure the minde, 

Aden care conſumes, and waſtes the wzetched wight, 

Mhile fancy fecdes and dꝛawes of ber delight. 


hat liſe were lone, if lone were free from paine. 
But O that paine with pleaſure matcht ſhould meet: 
Whyp did the courſe of nature ſo oꝛdaine, 
That ſugred ſs de muſt laute the bitter ſwer te: 
Mhich ſowze from ſweet might any meanes remoue, 
hat hap, what heauen, what life were like to loue. 


Finis. W. Hunnis 


13. Who mindes to bring his ſhip to happy ſhore, 
Muſt care to know tlie law es of wiſcdomes lore, 
Y friend if thou wilt credite me in ought, 
To whome the truth by triall well appeares, 
Naught woꝛth is wit, till it be derrety bougbt, 
There is no wiſedome bit in hoatie batres, 
Het if I map of wiſedome cught define, 
As well as others haue of happines, 
Then to my woꝛds mp friend thy eare encline, 
The thinges that make thee wiſe are theſe 1 gelle. 


Fear? God, and know thy ſelfe in each degree, 
Be friend to all familiar but to ſew: : 
Too light ofcredite ſe thou neuer be, 

Foz triall oft in truſt doth treaſen ſhew, 


Toother faylts caft not too much thy epes, 


Accule 


Pr * — 


«264 has | The Paradile ; 
Itcuſe no man of guilt, amend thine owne, 
Of me2l-'ng much doth milchteke oft ariſe, 
And oft debate by tickling tongue is ſowne. 


What thing thou wilt bane hid to none declare, 
In lvoꝛd oꝛ deed beware of had J wit: 
So ſpend thy god, that ſome thou euer ſpare, N 
Foz ftiendes like Hawkes do ſoare from emptie fiſt, 
Cut out thy coate accoꝛding t thy cloath, 
Suſpected perſons ſee thou alwapes flee: 
Beleue not him that once hath bzoke bis troath, 
Noz pet ofgift without deſert be free, 


Time quickly ſlips, beware how thou it ſpend: 
Ol wanton youth repents a patnefull age, 
Begin nothing without an epe to th end, 

No2 bow thine eare from counſaile of the ſage, 
Tf thou toofarre let out thy fancp ſlip, 

And witleſſe will from reaſons rule out fart, 
Chy kollp hall at length be made thy wbp, 
And ſoze the ſtripes of ſhame ſhall cauſe thee (mart. | 


To do foo much fo2 old men is butloſt, 
Dffriendſhip had to women comes like gatne: 
Beſtow not thou on childꝛen too much cok, 
Foz what thou doeſt foz theſe, is all in vaine. 

The old man ere he can requite,be dies, 

Unconſtant is the womans wauering mind: 
Full ſoone the boy thy kriendſhip will deſpiſe, 

And hun foz loue thou ſhalt ingratefull find, 


The aged man is like the barren ground, 
The woman like the rede that waggeth with the wind, 
There map no truſt in tender peat es be found, 

And of the thꝛee, the boy is moſt vnkind: 
If thou haue found a faithfull friend indeed, 
Beware thou looſe not lone of ſuch a one - 

He ſhall ſometime ſtand thee in better ſteede: 


T ben treaſure great,of gold oz pzetious Cone. 
Finis. Ieſper Haywood. 14 Of 


of Daintic Deuiles. 
14. Ofthe vnconſtant time of Fortunes gifts. 

F F oꝛtune be thy ſtay, thy ſtate is very tickle, 

Sbe beares a double face, diſguiſed falſe and fickle, 
This day (be ſecmes to ſmile, tomozrow wil fhe frowne: 
Chat now the ſets aloft,anone ſhe thꝛoweth downe. 

Flie Fa2tune,flic deceite,let vertue be thy guide: 
Tfthat thou dos entend, in happie ſtate to abide. 


Upon the ſetledrocke, thy building fureſt ſtands: 
Awap it quickly weares, that refteth on the ſands. 
Dame vertue is the rocke,that peldes aſfured tap: 
Dame ſoꝛtune is the ſand, that ſcowzeth ſame awap, 

Chooſe that is cercaine, let thinges vncertaine paſſe, 

Pꝛeſer the pꝛecious golde,befoze the bzittle glaſle, 


Slie foztune bath her lleightes, che plaſes vpon the packe, 

Looke whom ſhe lauoꝛs moſt, at lẽgth the turns to wzack : 

But vertue ſimply deales, ſhe ſhuns deceitfull traine: 

ho is by vertue raiſed vp, ſhall neuer fall againe. 

Sticke laſt to vertue then, that gines aſſured truſt, 

And flte from foztunes freckes, that euer pꝛoue vniuſt. 

Fans: F. IK 

15, Promiſe is debt. 

A mp account the pꝛomiſe that is vowed, 

Among the good is holden ſuch a debt: 

As he is thought no whit to be allowed, 

Thatſetteth light his pzomile to foꝛget, 

And foz mp part J will not linke in loue, 
With fickle folke, whole fancics oft remouc. 


Mp happy gaine J do eſteeme ſoꝛ ſuch, 
As few haue found in theſe our doubtſull dapes: 
To find afriend J thinkeit be as much, 
As to win afozt full fraught of noble pzaile, 
Plallthe goods that there map be polſeſt, 
A faithfall friend J tudge to be the beſt. 


Ol kriendly leagues although too late begumne: 
Det time ſhalltrie our troth as well emplolde: 


And 


The Paradiſe 
am tha! ww beth ſhallſe what wee baue done, 
Duc i laſt ned aich as cannot be deſtroped, 
By enulous rage, 02 landerons bitter blow , + 
Thatalwavesſ&kes the good to onerrhgew. 
FINIS. R. Hil. 


19. No wordes but deedes. 
14 + - wꝛong is greate the paine abone my power, 
That peelds ſuch cart in doubtful dens to dzown 

Such hap is hard where Foꝛtune doth ſo lower, 
Ac lreindip loke is turnd to fro ward frowne. 
Js this the truſt thatfaithfull friends tan linde, 
Mlth thoſc that yet haue pꝛomiſe oke: 

By deedes in doubt as though no woꝛdes can blind, 

A vowed ſreend to hold him to dis poke 


b kaithleſſe friend, What can aſſure pour minde,. 
Chat donbts ſo ſoone, befoze pon baue eanſe why 
Lo what bard hap doth Foꝛtune here me bind, 
When woꝛds no) deedes, can no where ſaciſfie ? 
bat can J walte, that bat hnot oft berne ſave ? 
bat baue I ſaid that hath not beene 2Mymed ? 
What not appꝛoued tbat oft to be aſiaſed : 

Oz what is vo wer that ſhall not be perloꝛmed 7 


Caſt ofſ miſtruſt in hac no credite gine, 
To this 0; that, that bꝛet deth ſreendes vnxelt / 
As doubt at all, but truſt me if A line, 
pderdes (hall pꝛoue, chat all is toꝛ the beff, 
nd this belieue, the ſea ſhall teaſe to flow, 
The Sunne fo chere witbin the ketled akte, 

All things on earth shall — — 
Pea euer p fowle ſhall went his wings to is, 


Ere I in thougbt ſhall ſeeme ane fo rellee, 
If pou my ſtient reuuuns as I debrt : 
Now looſe no time, but vic thyt while pon may, 
Forget not this, a ſhall haue g dap, 


ws. R. Iy 


Pee 


| _ _ of daintie Deuiſes. 


17. He deſireth exchange of life, 

e day delaped,of that J moſt do wiſh, 
Mherewith J feede,and erue in one degree: 
With wiſh and want, till ſerued in one dich: 

Aline as dead, by pꝛ ooſe as pou may ſee. 
To whom ol old, this Pꝛouerbe well it ſerues, 
While graſſe yoth grow, the ſilly hoꝛle he ſterues, 


Tweene theſe extreames,thus do J runne the race, 
Of my pooze like, this certamelp J know: 
Cwene would and want, vnwarily that doth paſſe, 
Pozeſwitft then ſhot out of the Archers bow. 
As Sper dꝛawes her line all dap, 
J watch the net, and others haue the pꝛay. 


And as bp pꝛoole the greedy dog doth gnaw, 
The bared bone all onely foꝛ the taſte: 

So to and fro this loathſome life I dzaw, 
Alith fancies foꝛſt, and fed with vaine repaſt. 
Narciſſus bzought vnto the water bzinke, 
So ape thirſt J, the moze that J do dzinke, 


Loe thus J die and pet I ſme not ſicke: 

Mlith ſmart vnſene my ſelle, my ſelle 7 weare: 

Mitd pꝛone deũre, and power that is not quicke, 

Vith hope aloſt, now dzenched in diſpacre, 
Trained in truſt, foꝛ no reward aſſignde, 
Che moze A haſt, the moze J come behinde. 


UUithhurt to heale in frozen Ice ts fry, 

UUitb holes to laugh, this is a wondzous caſe: 

Faſt fettered here is loꝛſt a wap to flie, 

As hunted Hare, that Hound bath in the chaſe, 
UUith winges and ſpurres foz all the haſt to make, 
As like to looſe, as fo ts dzaw the ſtake. 


The dapes be long that hang vpon deſert: 
Che life is irke, ol iopes that be delayed: 
Che time is ſhozt,foz to requite the ſmart, 

C 


That 


. Tr PAHA due 5 FEY 
THutdoth Pioctede of pzomiſclong vnpaid, 

That to the laſt of toio my fainting bzeath, 

J wich * —2 bappy death. 


18 Of che vnſtability of youth, 
VVe I looke backe. and in mp ſelfe behold, h | 
The waucring wapes, that pouth could not de- , 
And marke the fearefull courte that pouth did hold: (ſcrp, 
And met in mind, each ſtep pouth ſtrayed awꝛp. 
My knees J bow, and {rom mp hart J call, 
D Loꝛd ſoꝛget theſe faults, and follies all. 


Foꝛ now J ſc how vold pouth is of skill, . 
I ſee alſo bis pꝛime time and his end: 
Z do conſeſſe my faults, and all my ill, 

nd ſoꝛr ob ſoꝛe ſoꝛ that J did offend, 

And with a mind repentant of all crimes, 

Pardon J aske lo ponth ten thouſand times. 


The humble hart hath daunted the pꝛond mind, 
Cke wiſedome bath giuen ignoꝛance a fall: 
Ind wit bath taught that folly could not finde, 
And age bath pouth her ſubiec and her thꝛall: | 
Thereſoze I pꝛap, O Lodd ol life and truth, 
Pardon the faults committed in my youth, 


Thou that didſt grant, the wiſe King his requeſt; 

Chou that in the Whale the ÞP;ophet didſt pꝛeſerue, 

Chou that foꝛgaueſt the wounding of thy bꝛeaſt, 

Thou that diſt ſaue the theefe in ſtate to ſterue. - 
Chou onely God the giuer of all grace, . 
Tape out of mind the path of pouthes vaine race, 


Zhou that tolife by power didſt raiſe the dead, 
EZbou that reſtoꝛoſt the blind foperfec ſight: 
Thou that fo2 loue, thy ſelle and loue out blcad: 
Thou that of fauour madeſt the lame goe right, 

Thou that canſt heale and helpe in all aſſates, 

F 2zgtue the guilt that grew in pouthes vaine 64 


L. Vaux. 


— — — — — 


— ä —— —-— —-— — —— —̃ —— - ”- 


ot Vaintie Denites 
And no lo fince J with faith and donbtlefſe mind, 
Doe flie to thee by pzaper to appeaſe thy tre: 

And fince that thee I onelyſeeke to finde, 

And hope by faith to attaine my iuſt deſlre, 
L 02d mind ns moze ponthes erroz and ingkſll, 
Andable I typ holy will. 


L. Vaux. 


19 Moſt happy in that ſtate alone, 

Where wordes and deedes agree in one. 
P painted wo2des the ſillp Ample man, 
To truſtleſſe trap is trained now and than, 
And by conteite ofſweete alluring tale, 

He bites the bates that bꝛeeden bis bitter bale, 
To boauties blaze cait not thy rouing epe, 

In pleaſant greene do ſtinging @erpents lie. 
The golden Pill bath but a bitter taſte. 

In glittering glaſſe, a popſonrankeft platt. 
Sopleaſant wozdes without perfozming deedes; 
Map well be derm de to ſpꝛing of darnell ſeedes. 
The friendly deed is it that quickly tries, 

M here truſtie faith and lriendly meaning lies: 
That ſtate thercfoze, moſt happy ſ&mes to be, 
Where wozdes and deedes moft faithfully agree. 


My friend ifthon wilt keepe thy honeſt name, 
Fliefrom the blot ofbarking ſlaunders blame. 
Let not in woꝛd thypꝛomiſe be noze large, 
Chen thou indede art willing to diſcharge, 
Abhoꝛred is that falſe diſſembling bꝛoode, 
Chat ſeems to beare two faces in one habe, 

To ſap a thing and not to meane the ſame, 
Willturne at length to lofe of thy good name: 
Calherefoze my triens let double dealing go, 
In ſtead whereol let perfect plaineneſſe flow. 
Do thou no moꝛe in idle woꝛdes exceede, 
Eben thou intends to do in very deed, 
So good repoꝛt ſhall ſpꝛead thy woꝛthy pꝛaiſe, 
Foz being iuſt in wazd and deed alwayes. 
C 3 Pon 


- 


Pol! wozldly wights,that wozldly doers are, 
Wefoze pou iet your woꝛd ſitp out too farre, 
Conſider well what inconuenicnte ſpꝛinges, 

By bzeach of pꝛomiſe made in lawfull thinges. 

Firſt, Godmuſlikes where ſuch deceite doth \warme, 

Next,it icdoundeth to thy neighbours harme: 

Andlaſt ol all, which is not leaſt of all, 

Foz ſuch offence thy conſcience ſuffer ſhall. 

. As barren grounds, bzingfo2tb but rotten weedes, 

From harren woꝛds ſo fruitielle chaffe pꝛoceedes: 

As ſauoꝛie flowers doe ſpꝛing in fertile ground: 

So truſtie friendes by triall ſoone are fund. 
To ſhunne therefoze the woꝛſt that may enſue, 

Let deeds al wales appꝛoue thy fapings true. Finis. F. K. 

20 Who will aſpire to dignity, by learning muſt adnanced be. 
Te poo; that line in needy rate, hy learning do great riches gaine: 

1 C be rich that liue in earthy ſtate, by learning do their wealth 
Thus rich and pooze are ſurthered till: (maintaine. 
Bpſacred rules of learned skill. 


All fond conceites offrantick pouth, the golden gift of learning ſtapes, 

Ol doubtfull ttinges to ſearch the truth, learning lets fozth the ready 

O happy bim do J repute, (wapes. 
d Ahole bꝛeaſt is fraught with learnings frnit. 


There growes no toꝛne within the field that ore and plow did neuer til 
Right ſo the mind notruit can veeld, that is not led by learnings skill. 
Ok ignoꝛance comes rotten weedes, 
Ol learning ſpꝛinges right noble deedes. 


L tke as the Captaine hath reſpec to traine his ſouldiers in aray, 

So learning doth mans mind viren, by vertues ſtaſle his life to tay. 
Though friendes and foztune warcth (kant, 
Pet learned men ſhall neuer want. 


RE 


(ned thinges, 
You impes therefoꝛe in pouth be ſure, to fraught pour mints with iear⸗ 
Fo? earning is the fountaine pure, out from the which al glozy ſpzings 

A Abo ſo thereſoꝛe will glozp winne, 

UUublearntr g firſt mult needes begin. Finis. — 
ZI. Milan. 


of Daintie Deuiles, 


21 Mans boy life finds ſureſt ſtay, 
Where ſacred vertue bearcth ſway. 


He ſturdy rocke foz al bis ſtrength,by raging ſeas is rent in twain 
'T The marble ſtone is pearſt at length, with little dzops ofdziſling 
The ole doth yeeld vnto the poke, (raine, 
The ſteele obepeth the hammer ltroke. 


The ſtately Stag that ſcemes ſo ſtout, by palping hounds at bay is ſet, 
The ſwifteſt bird that fiegabout,is caught at length in Fowlers Net. 
Lhe greateſt fiſh in deepeſt bzooke, 
Is ſoone deceiude by ſubtle booke, 


Pea man himſelfe vnto whoſe will, all tbinges are bounden to obap: 
Foz all his vit and wozthp skil, doth fade at lengt hand fall away. 
There is nothing but time doth waſte, 
The heauens, the earth, conſume at laſt, 


But vertue ſits triumphing fill, vpon the thꝛone of gloꝛious lane, 
Though ſpitcſul death mans bodp kill, yet hurts he not his vertuous 
By life oꝛ death what ſo betides: (name, 
The ſtate oſvertuencuer lideg, 
FINIS, 
22 Nothing is comparable to a faichfull friend. 
Ith this vur time of friendſhip is ſo ſcant: 
S(th fi iendſhip io w in euery place doth want: 
Sith euery man ol friendſhip is ſo hollow, 
As no man righti knowes which wap to follow, 
Ceaſe not my Mule, ceaſe not in theſe aur dayes, 
To ring laude peales of ſacredfriendſhips pꝛapſe. 


It men be now their owne peculiar friendes, 
And to their neighboꝛs frtendſhip none pzetends: 
Tf men ol frici.dlhip ſhe w themſelues ſo bare; 

And of their bꝛethꝛen take nofriendly care. 

Fozbeare not then mp Yule, noꝛ leare not then, 

To ring diſpzaiſe,of theſe vnfriendly men. 


Did man in friendſhip know the mighty power, 
Hou great cffeas it wozacth every hower: 
C 3 What 


ET EL The Paradiſe 

Mbat toze of bidden friendſhip it retaines, 

pov ſtill it pow2eth fozth aboundant games: | 
Man would with thee my Puſe in theſe our dayes, 
Ring out lowde peales of ſacred fricndlhips pꝛalle. 


Friendchip relceueth mans neceſſitie, 
Friendſhip comtoꝛteth mans aduerſilie. 
Friend&t1p augmenteth mans pꝛolſperitp, 
Friendſhippe pꝛeferres man to felicity. 
Chen ring my Mule, ring out in theſe our dayes, 
Ring out loude peales, of ſacred friendſhips pzaile. 


Offriendlhip commeth lone and charify, 

By fricndſhipmen are linckt in amity: 

From ſriendſhip ſpꝛingeth all commodity, 

Cye lruit of friend{hip is fidelitie, 
Oh rung my Mule ring out in theſe our dapes, 
Peale vpon peale, ol ſacred fricndlhips pꝛaiſe. 


That man with mantrue kriendſhip map embꝛace: 
That man to man may ſhewa friendly face, 
That euerp man map ſowſuch friendly ſeedes, 
As friendſhip map bee found in friendly deedes, 
And toy with thee my Muſe in theſe our dayes, 
To ring loud peales of ſacred ſriendſhips pꝛapſe. 
Finis, F. Rindlemarſli. 
29. Goldenprecepts. 
Srhaps you thinke me bold, that dare pꝛeſume to teach, 
As one that runnes bevound his race, and rowes bepond his reach, 
Sometime the blinde doe goe, where perfect ſightes do fall, 
T be ſimple map ſometimes inſtrua, the wiſeſt heades ol all. 


Iincedefulinctes J gius, that vnto vertue tend 
Pe thinkes por ſhould of rigdt vouchlafc your liſtr ing eares to lend: 
Auhetſtene cannot cut, vet ſharpes it well we ſee, 
And 3 theugh blunt, map lohet pour wit, ip ou attentive be. 


„Fut thele ameng the reſt, J wich pou warilyheed. : 
That Sod be ſeru d pour prince ebered,z frerpds reiceu de at nerde. 
Then 


ELL! of Daintie Deuiſes. 


Then locke to honeſt thꝛiſt, both what and how to haue, 
At night examine ſo the day. that bed be thought a graue. 


Sceke not fo2 others goods, be ſuſt in woꝛd and derde, 

Foz got with ſhifts are ſpent with ſhame. belerue this as thy erckde. 
Boaſt not of natures gtits, noꝛ pet of parents name, 

Foz vertue is the onely meane to winne a woꝛthy fame, _ 


Ere thou doſt pꝛomiſe make, conſider well the end: 

But pꝛomiſe paſt be ſure thou keepe, both with thy foe and friend: 
Thꝛeat not reuenge too much it ſhewes a Crauenz kind: 

But to pʒeuaile and then koꝛgimne, declares a noble mind. 


Foꝛget nofriendſhips debt, wiſh to reguite at leaſt, 

Foꝛ Sod and man, yea all the woꝛld condemnes the vngratelul beat, 
Beare not a friendly face, with hart ef Judas kiſſe, 

It che wes a baſe and vile conceite, and not where valour is. 


Ille from a fawning flurf,and from a cogging mate: 

Their loue bꝛeroes loſſe, their pꝛaiſe repꝛoch, their friendſhip bꝛerdes 
Ser ke not to loſe by wiles, that law and dutie bindes: (but hate: 
They be but helpes ol Banckrouces heades, and not of honeſt mindes 


The motions ol the flech, and cholers heate reſtraine, 

Foꝛ heapes oft armes do daply hap, wbere luſt oz rage doth raſgne, 
In diet, derde and wozdes,a modeſt meane is beſt, 

Enough ſutlicethj foꝛ afeaſt, but riot findes no reſt. 


And ſo to make an end let this be boꝛne away, . 
Chat vertue alwayes be thy guide ſo ſhalt thou neuer ſtray. 
Fiius. A, Bourcher, 

24. In pray ſe of the Snaile. 

Ae deepe turmoiled wight, that liues deuoide of caſe, 

Whoſe wivword wits are often found moze wauering then the 

Scckesſwerterepoſe abꝛoad, and takes delight to rome, (ſcas, 

Where icaſen leaues the ſnaile ſoꝛ rule, to keepe a quiet home. 


K eape not beloꝛe you looke, leaſt harme thy hope aſſalle 


Haſte hauock makes in hurttull wi, wherefoze beſlow as Onatle, 
Refr;me 
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Refraine from raſh attempt, let take beede be thy skill, 
Let wiſedome bꝛidle bzain-ſicke wit, and lepſure wozke thy wil, 


Dame reaſon bids J lap in thinges ol doubt be flacke, 
Leaſt raſhnes purchaſe the wꝛong that wiſedom willes vs lacke: 
Bytachnes diuers haue beene deadely ouercome. 
By kindly creeping on like ſnaile, Duke Fabe his lame hath wonne, 


Though Fame as ſwiſt as Hawkes can ſtoope to cucry ſtall, 
Pet I refuſe ſuch ſodaine flight, and will ſceme low as ſnaile. 
Wherefoze my pꝛety Snaile. be ſtill and lap thee warme, 
Saue enuous frets, manger their ſumes there s fcw ſhall do * 
harme. 
Becauſe in ſome reſpect, thou holds me to be Wile, 
T place thee foz a Pꝛeſident, and ſigne befoꝛe mine epes, 
Mas neuer anp pet, that harme in thee could find, 
Oz dare auow that cuer naile, wzought hurt to humaine kind. 


J know dame Phyſicke doth, thy friendly helpe imploze, 
And craues the ſalue lrom thee enſues, to cure the crazed ſoze: 
Sith Pbiſicke then allowes the vertues in degrer, 

In ſpight ol ſpight J weare or — 2 well contenteth me. 


1; Remember the end. 
O be as wiſe as Cato was, oꝛ rich as Creſſus in his liſe, 
Co haue the ſlrength ol Hercules, which did ſubdue by fozce oꝛ 
Ahat helpeth it when death doth call, (lirife, 
The happy end excerdeth all. 


The rich map wel the pooꝛe relieue, the rulers may redʒeſſe ech wꝛong 
The learned map good counſaile giue, but mark the end ol this mpſog. 
Whodoth theſe thinges happy they call: 
Their happpendexcerdcth all. 


Che happieſt end in theſe cur dapes, that all do ſerke both ſmall 4 great. 
Is cpther fe: ſame, oꝛ elſe ſoꝛ pꝛaiſe, oꝛ who may ſit in higheſt ſcat, 
But ol thele things, hap what hap ſhall, 
The happie end exceedeth all. 
Agood 


8 


of Daintie deuiſes. 
A good beginning oft wee ſee, but ſeldorne ſtinding at one ffay, 
Foz few do like the meane degree, then pꝛaiſe at parting ſome men ſap 
To things wheretoeach wight is thꝛall, 
Che happy end exceedeth all. 


The meane eſtate.the happy life, which liueth vnder gouernance. 

Aho ſeeks no hate no; bzeeds no ſixiſe, but takes in wozth bis happy 
Ik contentation him beſall, (chance, 
Bus bappy endexceedeth all. 


The longer life that we deſire, the moꝛe offence doth daplp grow, 
The greater paine it doth require. except the fudge ſome mercy ſhow, 
Wherefoze J ihinke and cuer ſhall, 
The happy endexceedeth all. 1 
FINIS. D. S. 


24Heperſwadeth his freendes from the fond affecti of loue. 
VV y art thou bond # maiſt go free, ſhal reaſo peeld to raging will, 

Js thꝛaldome like tolibertte? wilt thou exchange thy good foz ill. 
Then \hait thou learne a childiſh plap, t of each part to taſt 4 pzoue, 
The lookers on ſhall indge andſap,loe this is he that lines by = 

| ( 

Thy wits with thoughts ſhal ſtůd at ſtay thy bead hal haue but heuy 
thy ties ſhal watch foz want d pꝛates, tbytũg ſhal ſhothy harts requeſt 
Thy ears ſhal heare a thouſãd nolſe, th hand hal put thy pen to pain 
And in the end thon ſhalt dilpꝛalle, ihe life ſo ſpentfoz ſuch ſmall gaine. 


Tf lone and liſt might euer cope, oʒ youth might runne in reaſons race 
Oz il ſtrong ſute might tvinſurehope, J wold les blame a louers caſe, 
Foz lone is hote with great deſire, ſweet deljghe makes youth ſo fad, 
That little ſparks wil pꝛoue great fire,: bzing ſree hatt to endicsbdd. 
(found 
Firſt count thy care 4 then thy coſt, and marke what fraud Ruth ts 
Tbe after come t make thy boaft,4 ſhcw ſom cauſe wh thou art bofrd 
Foz when the wine doth run ful low, you (hal be faine to dzink the lers 
And cate Þtleſh ſul wel A know p bath been blown with many flies. 


Ce lee where great denotion is the people kneele and kiffe the crofſe, 
And though we find ſmal . this, pet ſome wil gilt a bzideles bolle 
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| The Paradiſe. 
Afocle his vable will not chrnge not fe2 the ſcepter of a king, 
A louers lifc ts nothing ſtrange, lz youth delights no other thing. 
inis. Tho. Churchyeard. 
27. Wanting his deſire, he complaineth. 
He ſaving ſhips with loy at length, do touch their log dellred poꝛt 
The hewing axe the ce doth walt.q batring tand bꝛeakes p loꝛt 
Hard gagerd hawks cov tothe lure, wild colts in time 5 hiidle tames 
There is nothing ſo out of bꝛe. but to hie kind longtime it frames: 
Pet this I finde in tine, no time can win my ſute, 


Though oft the tree I clime, J cannot catch the fruit. 


And yet the pleaſant bꝛanches oſt, in ptelding viſe to me they bom, 
When J woutlt touch they ſp2tng,ſoon are thev gone, J wot not how. 
Thus J pꝛeſecnt thefleeting flood, the T ancalus in hell below, 


WW ould God my caſe ſhee vnder ſtood, hat can ſull ſoon releeue mp we 


M hich ifto her were kno bone, the ſruite wert ſurely mine, 
Sbe would not let me grone, and bꝛouſe vpon ihe riue. 


Zut if my chip with tackle toꝛne, with renfed ſalles mult needs retire, 
And llream 4 wind haue pl2inipſ\wozn, by fozce to hinder my deſire. 
Like ont that ſtrikes vpõ the rocks, my weary wzack J muſt be waile 
And learn to know falſe ſo:tunes mocks, who ſmiles on me to fmall 


Co help ber wzacked man but once J ſecke no moze. 
Finis. M. Edwardes. 


| 28. Triebctorethou truſt. 

N ſriendes arc found a heape or duubts, that double dealing vie, 

Aſwarme olſuch I could find out, whole craft J can accuſe, 
A ſace lo lou, a hart fo hate, theſe faire friendes can beare, - 
A toing foz (ro!h,a head fo2 wilcs,to hurt each ſunple c arc, 
In humble pozt, in poiſon part, that plainenefſe cannot (pie, 
EUbich credites all and cannot ſee where ſtinging ſerpents lie. 
Th: . truſt tbe barmelelſe hart is eaſily hampzed in. 
And maͤde belie ue it is good gold, when it is leat and tinne. 
Che firſt deceit that bleeres wine eyes is fained faith pzofeſt; 
The ſecond trap is grating talke that gripes cach Erangers bꝛeſt: 
Zbe tbird deceit is greeting woꝛds, with colours p-inted out, 
CUbich bids ſuſpect tofeare no ſmart.noꝛ dꝛead no targers doubt, 
The fourth and lat is long repatre, which creepes lit riendchip lap. 


Pet ſith ſhe onely canmy rentid ſitppt reſtoꝛe, (auaile, 
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of Daintie deuiſes. 


And daily hanh's that vnder truff,deniſech many a trap. 
Loe how falſe freendes can frame a fetch,to win their wil with wſles, 


Co lauce their fightes with ſugred lops, v ſhadowharm with mies. 


CToſerue their luſts are ſundʒy (ozts by pzaciſe diners kindes. 
Dome carries honep in their mouthes and venome in their mindes. 


e thinkes the ſtones within the ſertetes ſhould cry out in this caſe 


And euerp one that doth n chun herd face. 
29. ALadyforſaken 1 

F pleaſures he in patnfulnes,in pleaſures deth my bodp reſf, 

I topts acco2d with carefulnes,a fopfall heart is in mp beſt. 
Il pꝛiſon ſtrong bie libertie, in libertie long haue J biene, 
If iopes actoꝛd with milerie: who can cempare a life ta mine: 
hs can vnbind p is ſoʒe bound: who can make fre 5ᷣ is made thzall? 
Oz dow can any meanes be found to tomloꝛt ſuch a wꝛetch withall. 
Nene can but he that hath my heart, cduert my paines to comfozt then 
Vet ſince his ſeruant I became, moſt like a bond man haue A beene. 
Since firſt in bondage I betame, my woꝛds and derds were euer ich 
That ncuer once he cculd me blame, except foz louing him to much. 
Which J can iudge no iuſt offence,ho2 cauſe that I deſerue dildaine, 
Ercept he meane by faiſe pꝛetente, though fozged lone to make a train 
Pap nap, alas, me fained thoughts, my freended and my lained ruth, 
y pleaſures paſt,mp pꝛeſent plaints, ſhew wel I meane but fo much 
But ſince I cannot bim attaine.againſt mp wil J let him gos. (truth, 
And leaſt he glozp at my paine, I will attempt to cloake mp woe, 
Pouth learne bp me. but do not pꝛoue, ſoʒ I haue pzooucdto mp paine, 
Nhat greeucus greeſt doth DING yn what it js to =_ in 8 


30. Finding worldly ioy es — vanities he wiſheth death. 
F Diloꝛne infilthie ſrowardlate, where n a thouſand cares J finde, 
By whom J do lamẽt m ſtate, annopd with fond afflicted mind 
Auꝛetch in woe, and dare not cry, 
A uue, and pet J wiſh to die. 
The dap in dole, that ſremeth long, to paſſe with ftahes c heaup cheare 
And with theſe c yes J view the wꝛong, that J (nſtaine by living here, 
Where mp ini ſhaps as rife do dwell, 
As plagues within the pit of hell. 
A walling wight J walke alone, in defcrt dens there to tomplaine, 
Imongſt the ſauage ſoꝛt ton 8 fiee my friends where they remain 
amd 


The Paradiſe. 

And pleaſures take to ſhun the ſight, 

Where erſt I felt my great delight. 
A Captaine clapt in chaines of care lapt in the lawes ol lethallloue, 
My liech and bones conſumed bare, with crauling greefs ful ſtrange ! 

Though bap doth bid me hope at lcaſt, \P201 

Wlhiles graſſe doth grow, pet ſtarues the beaſk. 
A ſiedged ſoꝛt with fozraine fozce,foz want of aide mult yeeld at laſt, 
do muſt mp wearied pined coarſe,ſubmit mp ſelfe to bitter taſt. 

Of crawling care that cracks mp bzeaſk, 
Till hope of death ſhall bꝛeake mp reſt. 
FINIS. F. M. 
31. A reply to M. Edwards May. . 
' Reada Paying rime of late delighted much mine eare, 
It may delight as many moe, as ſhall it reade oz heare. 

Loſe bow there is ſhewed,how map is much ol mice, 
And eke to Pay when that you map, euen ſo is his adnice. 
It ſemes he ment to map himſelfe, and ſo to vſe bis Skill, 
Foz that the time did ſcrue ſo well in Map to haue his wil. 
His onelie May was eaſe ol minde, ſo larte as J can gefle, 
And that his Pap his minde did pleaſe, a man can urge no leſſe. 


And as bhimſelle did reape the fruits ol that his pleaſant may, 
He wils his frernd the lame to vſe, in time when as he may. 
He is not fo2 bumſelſe it ſecmes, but wiſheth well to all, 
Foz that he would they ſhould take ap, in tune when it doch lall 
So vſe your Map, you map, it cannot hurtfull be, | 
And Map well vide in time and place, may make pon merry gie. 
Modeſt maying meeteſt is, of this pon map be ſure, 
A modeſt maxing quietneſſe to mapers doth pzocure. 


Who may and will not take map with he had ſo done, 
Aho map and it doth take, may thinke be toke toſone, 
So iopne pour map with wiſoomes loꝛe, and then pou map be ſure. 
Mho makes his ap in other loꝛt, his vnreſt map pꝛocurc. 
Some Say befoꝛe Hap come, ſome Map when Map is paſt, 
Some make their map to late, and ſome do make poſt haſt. 
Let wiſedme rule J ſap yout map, and thus J make an end, 
And pꝛap that when pou liſt to map. a god map God you ſend. 

FINIS. M. 8 
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of Daintie deniſes. 
32. _— married a worthy Lady, and taken away 
by death, he complaineth his miſhap. 
IN youth when J at large did leade my life in luſty liberty, 
LA ben beaup thoughts no one did ſpꝛead to let my pleaſant fartaſte. 
No Foꝛtune ſeemd ſo hard could fall, 
This lreedome then that might take thzall. 
And xx. peares I ſcarce had ſpent, when to make full mp happy fate, 
Both treaſures great were on me caſt, with lands x titles of eſtate. 
Do as moꝛe bleſt then J fade than, 
Cke as me thought was neuer man. 
Foꝛ of Dame Foztune who is he, tould moze deſire by iuſt requeſt, 
Then health, with wealth, and liberty, al which at once J this pofſcft. 
But maſking in this tollic iop, 
A ſodaine ſight pꝛoude all a top. 
Foꝛ paſſing on theſe merry dayes, with new deniſe of vleaſures great 
Ind now and then to view the rayes of Beauties woꝛks with cuntng 
Jn heauenly hewes all which is one, (feate. 
A lt bebeld, but bound to none. 
And one day roling thus my eyes vpon theſe ble ſſed wights at eale, 
Among the reſt one did J ſer, who ſtraight my wavzing lok did ceaſe 
And ſtaped them firme, but ſuch a ſight, 
Ol beauty pet law neuer wight. 
What ſhall I ſek to pꝛaiſe it moꝛe, where tongs cãnot wel pꝛaiſe the 
But to be ſhozt to louers loze, I ſtraight my ſẽſes all did frame, (ſane, 
And were it wit o2 were it chance, 
J wonne the garland in this dance. 
And thus where J befoze had thoght, no hap my ſoꝛtun might encreaſe 
A double blis this chte fo2th bꝛongbt ſo did my Ladies louc me plcale. 
Her faith ſo firme, and conſtance ſuch, 
As ncucr hart can pꝛaiſe to much. 
But now with toꝛmẽts ſtraͤge I taſte the fickle ſtay ol fozturcs wh cl 
And where ſhe raiſedfrom high to caſt, with fozce ol grer fe to fecle, 
Foz from this hap of ſodainc frowne, 
Ol o ꝛinces ſace ſhe thzew me downe. 
And thus exchange now hath it made, by liberty a thing moſt deare, 
In hatetull pꝛiſon ſoꝛ to fade, where ſundʒed irom my louing Feare, 
2 My wealth and health, ſtands at like ſtap, 
Dbſcurely to conſume awap. (lined, 
Andlaſt whenhuman fozce was none could part aur loue wherin we 
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My Ladicslife alas is gone, moſt cruel death hath it bereucd. 
whoſe vertues hers to Godhath wonne, 
And left me heere a man vndone. 
FINIS. 8 
33. A worthy ditty, ſung before the late 
Queenes Nlaieſtie at Briſtow. 
I ſtruſt not troth that truly meanes fo2 eucrp iealous freke, 
Inſteede of wzong,co:emne not right, noh dden w2ath to wzeke 
Lohe on the life of ſaultleclife,how bꝛight her vertues ſhine, 


And meaſure out her ſteps each one, by leuell and by line. 


Derme each deſert by vpright geſſe, whereby pour pꝛalſe ſhall liue, 
Il malice would be · matcht with right, let hate no iudgement giue. 
Enfozce no feare with wꝛeſting wits, in quiet conſcience bzeſt, 
Lende not pour cares to buſie tongues, which bꝛerdech much vnreſt. 


In doubtſull dzifes wade not to farre,ft wearech but the minde, 
Da ke not to ſearch the ſecret harts, whoſe thoughts are hard to find, 
Auoide from peu thaſe hatefull heads, that helps to heape miſhap, 
Be lla to beare the flatterers voice, that cræpeth in pour lap. 


Embꝛace their loues that wils pou god, and ſpoꝛt not at their pꝛalſe, 
Trult not te much vnto pour ſelle, ſoꝛ feeble are pour ſkates, 

Ho can pcur ſeate be letled ſaft,oz ſtand on ſtedſaſt ground, 

Do pꝛopped vp wit hollow harts whole ſuretie ic vnſound: 


Glue faith to thoſe that feare ſoz loue, and not that loue ſoꝛ ſcare, 

Regardnet them that fozce compels, to pleaſe pou euer p where. 

All this well waycd and boꝛne awap, ſhall ſtabliſh long pour & at, 

Continually with perfed peace, in ſpite ofpuffing hate. -, 
: FINIS. 1 

34. An Epitaph vpon the death of Sir Edward Saunders Knight, 
Lord chiefe Barron ofthe F xchequer. 

Du ꝙules weare peur mourning werds, Erike on thefatalld;zome 

Dound Triton out the trumpe offame, in ſpite ol Pareas zoe, - 

Dit ll Parnaſſus plcaſant dʒops poſſeſſe Periades place, 

Apollo helpe with dolt ſull tune, to waile this wofull caſe. 

Ting bard pour hands, waile on yeur loſſe, lament the fate that fell, 

Faith (obs and ſighs to Saunders ſap, oh Saunders nom fatcwell. 
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 Elhom Phcebus fed with Pallas,papas one of Sibils ſæde, 


K ee herre where death did reſt his cc2ps,thc vermine fonle to ſæde, 
Abom Tips of louc with Nectar ſwœte. long in Libethtes nut ſt, 
Vevold how dꝛeadſul death him bꝛougbt, to there whence he cam firft 
Lycurgus he ſo: learned la wes, NRodomantus rate that ran, 

An tber Nectar fo} aduice Zalucus fame that wan. 

A Damon dere vnto his fricnd, in faith ike Phocion found, 

A Cato that conls counſaile, gine to Pzince aſublect ſourd. 

Not Athens fo their Solon ſage not Rome foz Numa waile, 

As we fo2 Saunders death haue cauſe, in flods ofteares to ſaile. 

Noz Sparta tarde foz Chilos death, noʒ pzoud Pricnna peſt, 
To werpe fo; Bias, as we waile our Sauaders latepoſſeft. 
His learned paths bis falents rare, ſo nowby death appeares. 
As he that Saſomon ſought to ſcrue,in pzime and pouthful pe ares. 
His counſell ſad, bis rules dis lawes, in Country ſoile ſowzought. 

As though in Cum be bad bern, of ſage Sibilla taught: 

His vertuous life was ſuch J ſap. as vertue did embꝛate, 

By vertue taught in vertues Schale to grob in vertues rate. 

Might tẽder babes, migbt o2phats weak, migbt widdows rare 5 crp, 
Che ſound wherof ſhould plerte the cloudes to skale the empire gkpe. 
Co bid the Gods to battaile bend, and to delcend in ſight, 

Thougb farre vnfit, and mates vnme te, with moztall men to fight. 
To late (alas) we wiſh his liſe, tw ſone deteaues v3 Death, 

To little wit we haue to ſceke, the dead againe to bꝛeath. 

What helpeleſle is, moſt careleCe be, as Natures coarſe doththow, 
Foꝛ death ſhall reape what life haty ſowne,bp Nature this we know, 
Where is that fterce Achilles f:po)d:wh:re is Bing Turnus ſheud: 
bat is become of riamus ſtate: where is Periander pzoud? 
Hector, E anno, Hannibal, dead, Pompey, Pirrhus ſpitd, 

Scipio, Cyrus, Cæſarſlaine, and Alexander kild. 

Sol ong their fozrumne laſt did flow, and chargedfame to ſound, 
Zil.frowning Fo2tunefotid by fate, Wiich fawinng Fozl une found, 
Shun Foztunes wꝛekes, hauke Foꝛtune olf, to none is Fotine loud. 


Oith none map ſay of Foztune ſo, I to} dme ſai Hull ound 


Behold where Fo2tuneflowed ſo kaſt and fauo red Taunders lte, 
Lil fickle F oꝛtune once againe, did Sa inders death pꝛecure. 

4 oe clothed cold in clods of clap, in dꝛoſſic duſt remaine, 

By fate returnd from whence de came. to bis mothe rs om againe. 
Cha welnigh tel ty pteres was tr.dze,vefoze à Judge vid fa. 


And 
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And iudged by that mighty tudge, which iudge ſhall fudge vs all, 
The heauens map of right reioyce,and earth may it bewatle, 
Sith heauen hath won;aud carth bath loſt, the guide and arke of vaſle 
Their gaine is much, our loſſe is grea!,their mirth our mone is ſuch 
Chat they may laugh as cauſe do peld, and we map weepe as much. 
Oh happy he, d ihe ppy wee, is hap doth ape encreaſe, 
Vappy he, ano happile ſſe wee, his hap ſhall nener ceaſe. 
Me lie to die, he died to liue, we want and he poſſeſt, 
Ve bide in bands he bathes in bliſſe, the God abone him bleſt. 
Being boꝛne to liue, he liued to die, and died to God ſo plane, 
That bjr:b,that life that death to ſhom that he ſhal liue againe. 
His pouth ty age, bis age to death, bis death to lame applied, 
His fame to time, his time to God, thus Saunders lined and died. 
O bappy lile, O b death, O ten times happie he, 
M hoſe hap it was ſuch hap to haue, a Judge this age fo be. 
Mb topfull time, Oh bleſſedſople, where Pallas rules with wit, 
DO noble ſtate. O ſacred ſeate, where Saba ſage doth ſit. 
Like Suſan ſound like Sara ſad, with Heſters mate in hand, 
Tlith ludiths ſwoꝛd, Bellona like to rule this noble land. 
I had my will, you had your wiſh, A laugh,rctopce you may, 
J winne now much, you gaine no leſſe,to ſee this happy dap, 
Wherein JT dyed, wherein pon live oh treble happie cot. 
Wherein J ioped in glo2p great, wherein pou triumph moſt. 
Kneele on pour knecs, knock hard pour bzeaſts,ſoiidfozth þ iopſul dʒũ, 
Clap loud your hands. ſound Eccho ſap, the golden wozld is come. 
Retopte p ou tudges map of right, pour mirth map now be ſuch, 
As neuer erſt pour Judges had, in Englandmirth ſomauch, 
Here Cuma is here Sibill raignes,on Delphos, (eat to ſit, 
Herre ſhee like Phœbus rules, that can Gordius knot vnknit. 
A liued to nature long enough, J lived to honour much, 
I lined at wild, and died at will, to ſe my Coumtry ſuch. 
As neither needes is Numas lawes, noꝛ pet Opolois (wozd, 
Iq manly Mars, pet Mars ſhalbe of this our Nueene afeard, 
O pearleſſe Pearle, O Diamond deere, O Nuecne of Queens farwe 
Pour ropall Maieſtie God pꝛeſerue, in England long to dwell. 
Farwell the Phanix ofthe woꝛdd fare well my ſouetaigne Queen 
Far well mot noble vertuous Pzince, Mineruas mate J weene. 
No Jewel, Jemme.no gold to giue, no Peaxies from Pa ctolos lo 
Ao Pei ſlan gaze. ne Indian ſtone, no Tagus ſands to ſhow. 


But 
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But kaith and dll to natiue ſofle,aline and dead A ns. 
y bart my mind my lone J leane vnto the Pʒince beiin. 
Farewell pou obles of this land, farewell you Judges graue: 
Fare well my fellowes, friendes and mates,your King J ſay:Eod ſaue · 
What rife in time, in time doth fall, what floweth in time both ebbe: 
Whatlives in time, intime ſhall die, and pteld to Parcus web. 
Che Sun to darknt ile ſhall be turnde, the ſtars from lies ſhall fall, 
The moone to blood, the woꝛlo with fire ſhall be conſumed all. 
As ſmoake 03 vapour vaniſheth ſtratt, as bubbles riſe and lal: 
As cloudes do paſſe, 02 ſhadow ſhiftes, we line, we die,ſo all. 
Our pompe, our pʒide, ou: triumph moſt, our glo2 pgreat herein, 
Like ſhatring $adow paſſe a wap, as though none ſuch had been, 
Earth, water,apze,and fire, as they were earſt befoze, 
A lumpe confuſed,and Chaos called ſo ſhall they once bemoze. 
And all toearth that came from earth, and to the grave deſcend: 
Fozearth on earth to earth ſhall goe, and earth ſhall be the end, 
As Chzilt aſcended vp the cloudes,ſo Chziſt in cloudes ſhali come, 
To tudge both good and bad on earth, at dzeadfull day ofdoome, 
From whence our fleſh ſhall riſe againe,cuenfrom the dꝛoſſie duſt: 
Andſo ſhall paſſe I hope, vnto the manſion of the tuft. 

| T4 Finis. Lodowicke Loyd. 


35 His good name being blemiſhed, he bewaileth: 

amde in the front of fozlozne hope, paſt all retouerp, 

I ftailefſe ſtand to abide the ſhocke of ſhame and inſamie. 

Pplife thzough lingring long is lodg d in loze of lothlome wapes, 

My death delaid to keepe from life, the harme of hapleſſe dapes: 

Py ſpſrites,mp hart, my wit and fozce,indeepe diſtreſſe are dzownde: 
The onely loſſe of my good name is of theſe griefes the ground. 


Y And fince my mind, mp wit, my hend, my boite, + tong are weake, 
To veter moue deuiſe, conceiue, ſound fozth, declare and ſpeake, 
Such pearſing platnts,as aunſwere might,oz would mp woſull caſe, 
Helpe crane I muft ,andcrane J will, with tearts vpor mp face: . 
Olkall that map in heauen oz bell. in carth oz apze be feund: 

To waile with me the lofſe ol mine as ofthele griefcs ide greund 


Help Gods help ſaints help ſpirites and powers, that in the deauẽdo 
Belp ps that are ape wont to 1 bowung hounds of m_—_ 
eipe 
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Help man belpe beats, belp birds and wo:ms,that on the erth to kel 
Belp uch, belp foule, that flockes and feedes vpon the ſalt ſea ſofle: 


Hetpe Eccho that inatre doth flee,ſhzill voices to reſound, 


To walle this loſſe of my good name, as of theſe greefes the gr ound 
FINIS, 8. 


36 Of fortunes power. 
Olicrates, whoſe paſſing dap, cauſoe him to loſe his fate, 
A golden ring caſt in the ſea,to change his conſtant ſkate, 
And in a iich yet at his booꝛd, the ſame he after found, 
Thus Fo:tunelos to whome ſhe takes foz bountie doth abormd, 
® 


The mt:zcrs vnto mig'.t ſhe mounts, a common cauſe we ſce, 
And mighttc to great miſerte, ſhe ſets in low degree, - 
Whome che today doth reare on hie, vpon her whirling whele, 
To moꝛrow next ſhe dingeth downe,and caſte that her heele. 


No mature bath ſhee in ber gifts, ſhe doth reward each ſort, 
The wile that counſell haue, no moꝛe thenfooles that maketh ſpoze. 
She vſeth neuer partiallhands,foz to offend oꝛ pleaſe, 

Siue me good Foztune ali men ſapes,and thzow me tn the ſeas, 


It is no fault of woꝛthinc ſſe, that makes me fall oz riſe: 
J had rather be bo:ne ſloꝛtunate. then to be verp wile, 
The blindeſt man right ſoonc,that by good foztune guided is: 
To wheme that pleaſant foztune pipes, can neuer dance amiſſe, 
FINIS. RI. Edwardes, 


Vet triumplies ot a conquered nnd, the crown of fame fal weare. 
o ſo doth marke the tartleſ c life of theſe vnhappx dares, 
WW And ſers what ſmall and llender hold, the ſtate of vertue ſtaies: 
Me fludes, tz xt this accurſcd trade p:ocecdeth of this lil, 
That men br gtuen too much to peeld, to their vntalmed will. 
Y 


3 7,T hou gh trivmph after bloody wars, the greateſt brags dobeare 


In lacke ol taming witleſſe will, the pere we oſten ſer: 
Enuies the rich, becaule that he, his equall cannot be. 
The rich aduanced to might by wealth,from wꝛong doth not relraine: 
But wil oppzellcth weaker fozt,co heape exteſſiue gaine. 
A 
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Tf fa2frme wert fo blind to giue to one man what he will: 
A wozld would not ſufſice the ſame, i he might bane bis fill. 
We wiſh we ſearch, we ſtriue fo; all, and haue no moze therrin, 
Then bath the llaue when death doth come, though Creſſus wealth he 


w.mne. 
In getting much we get but care, ſuch bꝛittle wealth to keepe: 
The rich witbin the walles of ſtene, deth neuer ſoundly lleepe. 
hen pooze in weake and lender houſe, do feare no loſſe of wealth, 
Aad haue no further care but this to keepe themſelues in health. 


Affection map not hide the ſwoꝛd ol ſwap in tudgement ſeate: 
Leaſt partiall fauour execute, the law in cauſes great: 
But ift he mind in conſtant ſtate,affecion quite do leaue: 


Che bigber ſtate ſhall haue their rights,the peozeno wzangreceine, 


It is accounted greater pzaiſe, to Ceſars loſtte fate, 
Againſt his vanquiſht foes in warres to bzidle wzeckfuil hate: 
Chen when to Rome he bad ſubdued, the people long vnknowne, 
Mhercby asfarre as land was found, the ſame abꝛoad was blowne. 


If honour canſelfe will refuſe, and iu ſtice be vpꝛight: 
And pꝛiuate Cate deſire but that, which good appeurcs in ſight, 
Then vertne ſhall with ſoneraigne ſhe w, to euerp eye reucale, 
An heauenp life, a wealefull ſtate, a happy common weale. 


Let vertue then the triumph winne,and gouerne all pour deedes, 
Pour peelding to her ſober heſtes,tmmoztall glozp bzeedes. 
She ſhall vpꝛeare your wozthynamegſhining vnto the ckies, 
Þer beames ſhall blaze, in graue obſcure, where ſhzined carkale lies. 
FINIS. M. Edwardes. 


38 Of perfect wiſedom. | 
* VB. ſo wouldbe accounte d wie, and truely cl me the ſame, 
By loyning vertue to his deedes. he mult atchleue the lame: 
But few there bethacſerketherebp, true wiſedom to attain, 
O Godlorule our beatts thereſoze,ſuch ſondnes to refraine. 


The wiſedome which we moſt eſleeme in this thing doth conſiff: 
*Qlth glozious talke to how in wozds,our wiſedom when wi © 
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Pet not in talke but ſeemely derdes, aur wiledome we ſhould place, 
To ſpeakt ſo faire,and da but ill, doth wiſedome quite dilgrace, 


Co bargaine well, and chun the loſſe, a wiſedome counted is: 
And thereby thzough the greedp coyne, no bope ol grace to miſſe, 
Co ſecke by bononr to aduance, his name to bʒittie pꝛaiſe. 

Ts wiſedome which we dayly ſee, inc reaſeth in our dapes. 


But heauenly wiſedome lowz2e ſeemes,too hard fo2 them to winne, 
And wearte of the ſute they ſetme, when they do once begin: 
Tt teacheth vs to frame our like, while vitall bzeath we bane: 
When it diſſolueth carthly molle, the ſoule from death to ſaue. 


By fcare of God to rule our ſteps, from ſliding into vice, 
A wiſedome is which we neglea, although of greater pzice: 
A pomt of wiſedome alſo this, we commonlyeſteeme, 
Chat euery man ſhould be indeed, that he deſires to leeme. 


Lo bzidle that deſire of gaine, which fozceth vs to ill: 
Dur bavgbtie ſtomackes L 02d repꝛeſſe, to tame pzeſuning will. 
This is the wiiedome that we ſhould, aboue each thing deſire, 
O heauenly God from ſacredthzone, that grace in bs laſpire. 


And pzint in our repugnant hear ta, the rule of wiſedome true: 
That all our deedes in wozldly life, map like thereofenſue, 
Thou onclpart the luung (pzing,trom whom this wiſedome flowes: 
O wach therewith our Qnfull harts from vice that therein growes, 
FINIS, M. Edwards, 


39 Afriendly admonition, 
E ſtately wights, that liue in quiet reſt, 
£@h:ough woꝛldly welth which God hath glue to peu 
Lament with teares,and ſighes from dolefall bzetr, 
The ſhame and power, that vice obtaineth now, 
Bebold how od Loth daply p2offer grace, , 
Det we Tildaine repentance to embꝛace. 


The luddes of ſinne, do ſoke into the mind. 
And cankered vice dgth vertue quite expell: 
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No change to good alas can reſting find, 
Our wicked harts ſo ſtoutelp do rebell, 
Not one there is that haſteth to amend, | 
Lbough God ſrö heauen, his daply thꝛeates down ſe, 


Qe are ſo flow to change our blametull life, 

Qe are ſo pꝛeſt to ſnatch a luring vice, 

Such greedy harts on euerp ſide be rife, 

Do few that guide their will by counſell wife, 
To let our teareslament the wzetchedcale; 
And call to God foz vndeſerued grace. 


Pou wozldly wightes that haue pour fancies fixt, 
On ſlipper iop, of terrene pleaſure here: | 
Let ſome remozſe in all pour deedes be mixt. 
Uhiles pon baue time, let ſome redzefle appeare, 
Ol ſuddaine death thehoure you ſhall not know, 


And loqke lo death,although it ſemeth ſlow, 
O be no ſudge in other mens offence, 
But pure tby ſelfe,andfeeke to make thee ſree: 
Let euery one apply his diligence, 
A change ſo good within himſelle to ſee. 
O God direct our feet in ſuch a ſtay, 
From cankred vice, to ſt un the hatefull way. 
inis. 1 


40 Sundriemen, ſundrie affecis. 
N euerp wight ſome ſundzp ſoꝛt of pleaſure J do finde 
Which after he doth ſeeke to eaſe bis toiling mind: 
Diana with her training chaſe ol hunting had delight: 
Againſt the feareful Deare, ſhe coulddirec her ſhaft aright. 
The lofty years in euerp age, dothj till embꝛate the ſame 
The ſpoꝛt is good, if vertue do aſſiſt the chearefullgame. 


Minerua in her claftering armes, her courage doth advance, 
In triall ofthe bloody wars, ſhe giueth lucky chance, 
Foz ſafegai t men embꝛate the ſame, which do ſo needful ſeeme, 
That noble parts their cheife delights, in vle thercoſeftceme. 
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Tn warlike games ts trie oꝛ ride, the fozce of arms they bie: 
And baſe the man we do account, that doth the ſame refuſe. 


The ſiluer ſoundes ol Pulickesco2tes,toth pleaſe Apollos wit. 
A ſentente which the heauens atuante, where it deſerues to it, 
A pleaſur eſapt ſoz cuerp wigbt, relec fe to carcfull mind, 

oz woe redꝛeſſe, ſdꝛ cart a aire. loʒ ſadnes heipe we find: 

be ſcucraigne pꝛaife ol Buſickes s kill, doth cauſe the Poets fatne, 
The wilrling Spheres, and Re the heauens do harmomet retatne. 


J heard that the ſe thꝛee obvers at variante latelp fell: 
Ahlles each did pzapſe his owne delight, the other to extell. 
Thentame as an indiſſerent iudge, to end the cauſe thep call; 
The pꝛaiſe pꝛoncumced hy her co them, intitlerentlp doth fall, 
Diana health and ſirenath maintaine, Mmerua fazce doth tame, 
And Puſicke gines a ſweel drüght, co further others game. 


Theſe thꝛee delightes to haugbtle mindes the woꝛthieſt are eſtmed 
Tf vertue be annered to them. they rightlybeſo deemed. 
With top thep do reutue the wit, with ſozrow oft oppzeft, 
nd neuct ſuffer ſole mne gric le, too long in mind toreſt. 
Ve wiſe in mirtg and ſeeke deligdt, the lame donotabuſe, 
In honeſt mirth,a happy ſop, we ought not to reſuſe. 
Finis, R; Hill, 


14. Ofa friend and a flatterer. 
A Faithlull friend is rare to find. a ſawning foe may ſoone be got: 
A faitbſull ſre: nd beate Nill in minde, but awning foe regard thou 
A ſaithſulſriend no cloake doth craue, to culler knauerie withall, (not 
But Siccphant a gowne. muſt haue, to beare a poꝛt tobat ere beſall: 
Anoie to ſmell out euery ſcaſt, a bꝛaſen late to ſet it out: 
A ſhameful chile 6; homely gueſt, whoſe life toth like to range about: 
A fawning foe whtie bꝛeath doth laſt, a theefe to rob and ſpoile his trend 
Asſfrong as oke, while wealth doth laſt, but rotten ftickedeth pꝛoue in 
Looke firſt then leape, beware themire, — 
Burnt child is warn de to dread the fire: 
Take leede my ſrieud, remember this, 
Short horſe they ſay, ſoonc curriedis, 


Finis. M. Edwards. 
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4: Of ſufferance commeth caſe, 
* ſceme loʒ to reuenge ech wꝛong in halte wile, 
Bypzoofe of guiltielle men, it hath not beene the guife, 
In L2unders laathſome bꝛutte, where thep condemned be, 
nz rageleſle moode they ſuffer wzong, where truth Gall try the free 
Theſc arc the patient panges that p1ſſe within my bꝛeall: 
Ol thoſe that feele their cauſe by mine, where w2ong hath right oypꝛeſt 
I know how bpſuſpect, J haue beene indgde awzp, 
And granted guilty in the thing, that clerelic J denp. 
Pp ſaity may me deſend if J miglit loued be: 
God iundge me ſo as trom the guilt, J know ;nc to be free. 
J w2ote but ſoꝛ myſcKe, the griefe was all mint owne: 
As who would pꝛoue extremitp, by pꝛoole it might be kno lone. 
Pet are thep ſuch that ſap,thep can my meaning decme. 
Without reſpea oĩ this old truth, thinges pꝛoue net as they ſetme. 
M hereby it may befall in iudgement to be quicke 
To make themſelues ſuſpea therewith that needed not to kicke : 
Pet in re ſiſting wꝛong, J would not haue it thought. 
I doc amiſſe, as though J knew by whom it might be w;ought, 
If any ſuch there be, that here withall be vert, 
It were their vertue to beware, and derme me better next. 
uus. Ke: n. 


43. Allthipgesare vaine. 
E though the purple mozning bꝛags, in bꝛightnes of thefunne, 
As though be had of chaſed night a gloꝛious conqueſt vonne: 
The lune by dap giues plate aga ine, the foꝛce of dꝛouſie night, 
End cuery creature is conſtramde to change his lud v plight. 
Ok pleaſures all that here we taſte, 
Ve feele the contrary at laſt. 
In ſpꝛing then pleaſant Zeplurus hath ſruitfut earth toſpired, 
And neuer hath each buſh each b;ance with i loſſame $22uc attired, 
Pe frnites and lowers as buſhes x blomes a cincklo withered be, 
Ahen ſtoꝛmy winter comes tokillthe Summers tol.tp. — 
Bp time are got, by time art loſt, 
All thinges whcrein we pleaſure moſt. 
Although the leas ſo calmely glide, as dangers none appeare: 
And doubt ol ſtoꝛmes in skit is none, ing Phœbus ſhines ſo cleaxe: 
Vet when the boiſtrous winds bzeake out, raging waucs do ſwell, 
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The mur barke now haues to heauen, now ſinkes againe fo bell. 
Thus change in euery thing wee ſee, 
And nothing conſtant ſeemes to be. 
Abo loweth moſt in wo;idlp wealth, of wealth is moſt vnſure, 
Am he that chicfly taſtes of top doth ſometime woe endune, 
ho vauntcth moſt of minded friendes, fo2goe them all he maſt , 
The layꝛeſt fleſh and liucly blood.(s turnde at length to duſt: 
Crprrience giues a certaine ground, 
That certajne here is nothing found, = 
Chen truſt to that which aye rema ines, the bliſſe ol heauen aboue, 
A hich time noꝛ Fate, no: windnoz tome is able to remoue, 
Lruſt to that ſure celeſtiall rocke, that reſtes in glozious thꝛone: 
Chat hath beene , is, and muſt be ſcill, our anker hold alone, 
The woꝛld is all but vanitie, 
In heauen ſeeke we our ſurety. | 
Finis. F. Kindlemarſh. 
44 Avertuous Gentlewoman in the praiſe of her loue. 
Ama virgine faire and free, and ſreclie do reis pce, 
I ſweetelp warble ſugred notes, kr om (ilner voice. 
Foz which delightfull iopes, pet thanke J —— lone, 
By whole almighty power, ſuch ſweete delightes I pzoue. 


J wakke inp!eaſant fields, adoꝛnde with liuely greene, 
And view the fragrant flowers moſt lonely to be ſeene: 
Th? purple Colunbine,the Co wlip and the lille, 

The violet ſweete, the Dalzie and the Datladillp. 


The woodbine on the Hedge, the redrole and the white, 
And each fine flower elſe,that rendzethſweet delight: 'N 
Amongſt the which, J choſe all theſe of ſeemelieſt grace, | 
In thought reſembling them, to mp deare louers face. 


Dis louelp face J meane, whoſe golden flowzing gifts, 
His euer laung fame, to loftte skie vp lifts, 
home louing me. J lone onelp foz vertues ſake, 

When vertuouſly to lone, al onelp care J take. * 


\ 
Ol all which freſh fafre flowers that flower that doth appeare: 
In mp conceite, moſt like to hun, I hold ſo deare, 


ky T gather 
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I gather it, J gell it. and eke deniſe with it, 
Such kind of louelp ſperch, as is foz louers fit. 


And then ol all my flowers. I make a garland fine, 
Mith which my goldẽ wier baires together J do twine, 
And (ct it on my head, ſo taking that delight: 

That J would take, dad J my louer till in ſight. 


Foz as in godly flowers mine eyes great pleaſure find, 
So are my louers giſtes, molt plealant to my mind: 
Upon which vertuous giſts, J make moꝛe repaſk, 

Then they that loꝛ loue ſpoꝛtes, the ſweeteſt topes do tat. 
Finis. = EE 
45 Oppreſled with ſorrow, he wiſheth death, 


[ F fo; tune map enfozce, the carefull hart to cry, 


And griping ariefe conſtrain the wounded wight lamẽt 

Who then alas to mourne hath greater cauſe then : 

Againft whoſe hard miſhap both heauen x earth is bent. 
Fo2 whome no helpe remaines foz whome no helpe is left, 
Frb whom all happy hap is fled, and pleaſize quite bereft : 
Whoſe life nought can pꝛolong, whole health nought can 
Whoſe paſſedp:ofe ofpicaſant iop, (pꝛocure, 
Miſchanſe hath changed to greefes annop: 
And loe whoſe hope ol better day, 
Is cuertohelm d withlong delap. 

O hard miſhap. 

Each thing A plainely ſee, whoſe vertues may auaſle: 
To eaſe the pinching paine, which gripes p groning wight 
Bp philickes ſacred skill, whoſe rule doth ſeldome faile, 
CThꝛough labours long inſped as plainly bzought to light. 
T know there is no friut, no leaſe no rote, no rinde: 

Ho bearbe, no plant, no iupte no gum, no mettall derpelp 
No pearle,nopzetious ſtone ne Gem of rare effec; (mind, 
Myoſe vertues lerned Galens bookes, at large ds not 
Pet all their foꝛce cannot appeaſe, (detect, 
The lurious fits of mp diſeaſe: 

Noz2 any dꝛugges of Phiſickes art, 


Caneale the greefes that gripes my hart. 
O ſtrange diſcaſe. A 


The Paradiſe 
A beare the wiſe affirme,that nature bath in foe: 
A thouſand ſecret lalues, which wiſedomebath not found 
Co coole the ſcoꝛching heate of eucryſmarting ſoze, | 
And gelpeth der peſt ſcarre, though grieuous be the wound. 
The ancient P3oucrbe ſayes,that none ſo foſtred griefe, 
Doth grow, foꝛ which the Gods themſelues, haue not ozdainde relefe, 
But J by pꝛooſe do know, ſuch Pꝛouerbes to be vaine, 
And thinke that Nature neuer knew, the plague that I ſuſtaine, 
And ſo not knowing mp viſtreſſe, 
Hath leſt my griefrcmedilcite. 
Foz whp:the heauenaſe mepare, 
To liue in thougbt, al . +4; Care. 

Oh laſting paine, 

In change of are J ſe, by haunt of hcalthfull ſople, 
Bp dyet duely kept, groſſe humos are expeld: 
7 know that greeſes ol mind, and inward harts turmoile, 
Bp faithfull friends abu: ſe, in time map be repelde. 
Yet all this nought auailes to kill that me armotcs, 
J mean to ſtop theſe floods of care, that ouerſio w my ioies 
No, none exchange ol plate, can change my luckleſle lot, 
Like one J liue, and ſo muſt die, whom fogtune hath koꝛgot. 
No counſaile can pꝛeuaile with me, 
Noz ſage aduiſe with greefe agree: 
Foz be that feeles the pangs of hell, 
Can neuer hope in heauen tod well. 
Oh deepe deſpatre. 

What lines on earth but J, whole travel reapes no gain 
Che wearied Hoꝛſe and O xe, in ſtall and ſtable reſt, 
Che Ante with ſommers toile, bears out the winters pain 
Che loule that flies all dap, at night returnes to reſt. 
The ]9loughmans wearie woꝛke, amid the winters mire 
Ne warded is with ſümers gain, which peelds him doble hire, 
Che ſilly labgzingſoule, which dzudges from day to dap, 
ut night his wages trut ly paide, contented gocs his wap. 
And comming bomehis dꝛouſie head. 
He coucheth cloſe in homelp bed, 
HA berem no ſooner downe he lies, 
Vu llee pe hath ſtraite pe ſſeſt hie epes. 

Oh bappp man. 


ol DaintieDeniles 9 
The ſoldier biding long the bzunt ofmoztall warres, 

Cdhere life is neuer free from dint of deadly loile: 
At laſt comes (oyfull home, though mangled al with ſkars 
here frankly voide ol feare, he ſpends the gottyn ſpoile. 
The Pirate lying long amid the foming flouds, 
With euery flaw in hazard is, to looſe both life and goods, 
At length findes view ol land, where wiſhed pozt be ſpies, 
Which once obtaind, among bis mates he parts the gotten 


Thus euery man from trauell paſt, (Nile. 
Doth reape a inſt reward at laſt, 
But A alone whole tronbledmind 
In ſeeking reſt, vnreſt do find. 
| O luckleſſe lot, + 


Dh curſed catife w2etch, whoſe heaute hard miſhap, 
Doth wiſh fenthonſand times, that thou hadſt not ben bozne: 
Since late hath thee condemned, to liue in ſozrowes lap, 
Mbere wailinges waſte thy life,of all redzeſſe fozlozne, 
What ſhall thy griefe appeaſe? who ſhall thy tozments ftap> 
Milt thou thy ſelfe with murdzing hands,enfozce thy owne 
No lar be thoufrom me, thy ſelle to top my bzeath, (decay 
The Godsfozbid, whom J beſech to wozk mplopes by death 
Foz lingering length of loathſome life, 

Doth ſtirre in me ſuch moztall rife, 
That whileſt foz life and death J crie, 


In death J liue, and liuing die. | 
Dbfroward fate. 


Loe here my hard miſhap, loe here mp ſtrange diſeaſe, 

Noe here my deepe deſpaire, loe here mplaſingpainry 

Lee here my froward fate, which nott ing can appeale: 

Loe here how others toile, re warded is with gaine. 

With luckleſſe lot 3 liue. in loſſe of labours due: 

Compeld by pzoofe of toment ſtrong, my endles griefe to rue 

In which ſince needes J muſt conſume both pouth and age, 

If old I liue and that mp care no comfozt canaſſwage, 

Hencefozth J baniſh from my dealt, 

Allfruſtrate hope offuture relt, 

And truthleſſe truſt to time sreward: 

With allreſpecs cfiopes _ 1 
: 2 oz\weare. 1 . 
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46, Where reaſon makes requeſt, there wiſedome ought ſupply, 
With friendly anſwere preſt, to grant or elſe denie. 


Bigh why ſo: foz ſozrow ol ber ſmart, 

1 mourne, oze:loꝛ greefe that ſhee complaines: 
I pitty, what her oppꝛeſſed hart, | 
J dꝛead, what harme: the danger ſheſufkaines: 

J grieue, whereat:at her oppzeſſing paines, 

I f&le, what ſoꝛce: the fits of her diſeaſe, 

Whoſe harme doth me and her alike diſpleaſe, 


J hope, what bap: ber happy bealthes retire, 

. Iwiſh,wbat wealth: no wealth no2 woꝛldly ſloꝛe: 
But traue, what craft: by cunning to aſpire, 
Some skil, whereto: to ſalue her ſickly ſoze. 

What thenzwhp then would J her health reſtoꝛe. 

Whoſeharm me hurts, how ſo:ſo woꝛkes mp will, 

To wiſh mp ſelfe and her, like good and ill. 


hat moues thy mind, whereto? to ſuch tefire, 
Nefo2ce,nefauour, what then? free fancics choice: 
Art thou tochoſe? mp Chatter tote wire, | 
Each Ladies loue is fed by cuſtomes voice, 
Pet are their grants, the euidente of their chelie, 
What then? our freedome is at large in chung. 
As womens willes are fro ward in reſuſing. 


Mots ſhe thy wil? ſhe knowes what I pꝛotc ic, 
Dainde ſhe thy ſute? ſhe dangered not my talke: 
Gaue ſhe conſent:ſhe granted my requeſt. 
hat didit thou craue? the roote?the fruit?the ſtallic 
Jasked them all, what gaue ſhe*cheeſe o2 chalke? 
That taſt muſt trie, what taſte?J meane the pꝛoole: 
Df fkricndes, whole wils withold their bow aloofe. 


Meaneſt thon good fatth what elſe:hopeſt thou to ſpeede? 
hy not: O foole vntaught in carpell trade, 
Uno wwe ſt not what pꝛooſes from ſuch delates pzocede? 
Wilt thou line heede leſſe Cocke be caught in glade? 


Art 


of Daintie Deuiſes. 
Art thou like aſſe. too apt foz burden made: 
Jie, fie, wilt thou foꝛ Saint adoze the ſhzine? 
And wooe bor ſriendes, ere ſhec be wholp thine? 


Who dzew this dzfft?mouedſhe oz thou this match 
Twas J:© foole vnware of womens wiles, 
Long mateſt thou waite,like hungry hound at hatch, 
The crafty Foxe, the ſilly Gooſe beguiles, 
Tby ute is ſhaped, ſo fit fo? long delay, 
That ſhe at will may checke from pea to nay. 


But in goodſooth, tell me her friendes entent, 
But learne it firſt, their purpoſe J not known, 
Why then thy will to wozſe,and wozſe is bent, 
Doſt thou delight the vnk indled coale toblow? 

Oz childuke loueſt in ankred Boate to robo: 
hat meane theſc termes: wbo ſith thy ſute is ſuch, 
Know of oꝛ on, oꝛ thou aſſed too much, 


No haſt but good, why no the meane is beſt, 
Admit che loue, millike in lingringgrofves. 
Duppule ſhe is caught then Noodcocke on thpcreft, 
Till end appꝛoues, what ſcoꝛneſull ſeedes ſhe ſowrs. 
In loitering loue, ſuch danger cbs and flolves, 
Nhat helpe herein? aby wake in dangerous watch, 
That too no; fro,n:1p make thee marre thymatch. 


Is that the way to end my wearie Wozke? 
By quicke diſpatch to leſſen long turmoile: 
Nel, wel, though lo ſſe in lingring wonts to lurke, 
And Ja ſoole moſt fat to take the koile: 
Met p;oofefrom pꝛoimiſe neuer ſhall recoile, 
My wo2ds with deedes and deedes with woꝛds ſhal wend: 
Till che oz hers gaineſap that J pꝛetend. 


Art thou ſo ond: not fond, but firmelp fat: 
Why loole her friendes wot how thy will is bent: 
Det thou like dolt, wyoſe wit and ſcale is paſt: 
Dcelt not what ſrumpes do lollo w thy entent. 
F 3 Nb 
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Ne know how lone in le w of ſcozne is lent, 

Adue, ſoꝛ fighes ſuch folly ſhould pꝛeuent, 

Tell, well, their ſcoffes with ſcoꝛnes might be repaide, 
Il my requeſtes were fully pead 82 nayed, 

Well, well, let theſe with wiſedomes pꝛapſe be wayed, 
And in pour cheſt of checkeſt ſecretes laied. 

Funs. My luke is loſſe. 


47. What ioy toa contented mind. 
He faith that failes,muſt needes be thought vntrue, 
Che friend that faines, who holdeth not vmuſt⸗ 
Abo likes that loue that changeth ſtil loꝛ new: 
Abo hopes fo; truth, where troth is void of truſt? 
Ho laith no friend, no loue no troth ſo ſure, 
But rather failes, then ſtedlaſt doth endure. 


Whathead ſo faved, that altereth not intent? 
That thought ſo ſure, that ſtedfaſt dothremaine? 
Chat wit ſo wiſe,that neuer needes repent? 
hat tongue ſo true, but ſometime wonts to faine? 
Chat foote ſo firme,that neuer treades ap. 


hat hart ſo firt,but ſoone enclines torhange? 
CUbat moode ſg mild, that neuer moude debate? 
Uhat faith ſo ſtrong, but ltkelp likes to range? 
Chat loue ſo true, that neuer learnde to hate? 
Chat life ſo pure that laſts without offence? 
What woꝛldly mind but moues with ill pzetence? 


That knot ſo faſt that may not be vntide? 

What 5eale ſo ſure, but fraud oz fo2ce ſhall bzeakee 
Mhat p;op of ſtay, but one time ſhꝛinkes aſide? 
hat ip ſo ſtanch, that neuer had a leake? 
WWhat grant ſo large, that no exception makes: 

N Ahat hoped helpe, but frtendes at laſt ſozſakes? 


UTUhbatſeate ſo high, but low to ground may fall? 
Nhat bap ſo good that neuer found miſuke? 
Uuhat 
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Nhat fate ſo ſure, but ſubied is to thzall? 

bat fozce pꝛenailes where Foztune lift to ffrſke? 
What wealth ſo much, but time map turne to want? 
What ſtoze ſo great, but waſting maketh skant : 


What pꝛofites hope in depth ol dangers thzall? 
What truſt in tine, but wareth wozſe and woꝛſe⸗ 
That belpes good hart, if Foztune frowne withall⸗ 
Mhat bleſſing tbꝛiues gainſt heauenly helpleſſe curſe: 
hat wins deſtre to get. and cannot gaine: 
What botes to wiſh, and neuer to obtaine: 
FINIS. My lucke is loſſe. 
48 Donec eric flix, multos numerabit amicos. 
Nullus ad amiſas ibit amicus opes. | 
Uen as the Nauen, the Crow and greedpKite, 
Doſwarming flocke, where carren co2ps doth fall; 
And tiring teare. with beake and tallentes might: 
2Soth skinne and flech, to goꝛge their guts withall: 
And nener ceaſe, but rather moe to moe, 
Dod all to pull the car kaſſe to and fro, 
Till bared bones at laſt they leaue behind, 
And (ke elſe where ſome fatter food to find. 


Euen ſo J ſee, where wealth doth ware at will: 
And gold doth grow to heapes ol great encreale: 
Their friendes reſoꝛt, and pꝛoflering friendſhip till: 
Full thicke they thꝛong, with neuer ceafing pꝛealc: 
And llily make a ſew of true intent. 
Whennonght but gle, and in ward hate is meant . 
Fo; when miſchance ſhall change ſuch wealth to want, 
Chep packe from thence, to place ofricher haunt. 
FINIS. My lucke is loſſe. 
49 Vmantium ire amor is redintegratio eſt. | 
] N going to my naked bed, as one that would haue llept, 
I heard a wife ſing to her child, that log veloꝛe had wept 
She ſighed ſoze,and ſung ful ſweet, to bꝛing the babe to rell 
Chat would not ceaſe,but cried ſtill in ſucking at her bꝛeſt. 
She was full weary ol her watch, a grieued with her child, 
Pet rocked ſhe, and rated it, til that on her it ſmuld. 


wg 
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Then did ſhe lay now baue J found this P2onerbe true to pzoue 
Cbe la ling out of (attbfull friends, renewing is of loue 
Then toke J paper, pen and inke. this P2ouerbe foz to waite, 
In regiſter foz to remaine, of ſuch a wozthp wight, 
Ac lhe pꝛocerded thus in ſong, vnto her litle bꝛaẽ, 
Much matter vttered ſhe of weight in place whereas ſhe ſat. 
And pꝛoued plaine there was no beaſt, noꝛ creature bearing life, 
Could well be knowne to liue in loue. without Uſco2d and trite, 
Then kiſſed ſhe her little babe, and ware by Cod aboue, 
The falling out of faithſull f riendes, renewing is offonie. 
She ſaid that neither Kingno2 Pꝛince, ne Lo2d could liue aright, 
Until their putNance they did pꝛoue, their manhood and their might: 
When manhod ſhall be matched ſo, that feare can take no place, 
Then weary wozlis makes watriours each other to emb2 ace. 
Andleane their fo2cc that failed them, which did conſume the rout, 
That migyt befoꝛe haue liu d their time, and nature out, 
Chen did ſhe ſing as one that thought. no man could her repꝛoue, 
T be lalling out ol faithfull friende s. rene wing is ol lone. 
Sde ſaid ſhe ſaw no fiſhne lo wle, ne beaſt withm her haunt, 
That met a ſtranger in their kind but could giue it a taunt . 
Since ficſh might not endure, but reſt much wzath ſucceed: 
*Andfozce the fight to fali to plap, in paſture where they leede. 
So noble naturc can well end, the wozk che hath begin, 
And bꝛidle well that wi. l not ceaſe, her tragt dy in ſome. 
© bus in her ſong (he oft reheai ſt as did her wel bebooue , 
Che falling out of faithful friends, rene wing is ol loue. 
J meruaile much pardy quoth ſhe ſoꝛ to behold the roote, 
To ſce man, woman, boy and beaſt, ta toſſe the wozld about. (ſmile, 
Dome knerle ſome couch, ſome beche, lome check eg ſome can (mothly 
And ſcme embꝛacc others in arme, and there thinke manp a wile, 
Some ſtand aloole, at cap and knee, ſomc humble and ſome ſtout, 
Pet arc they neuer ſtiendes in derde, vntill they once fall out. 
Thus ended ſhe her ſong and cad be loꝛe ſhe did remoue, 
Thefalling out offaithfull ſricntes, renewing ie ol loue. 
FINIS. XI. Edwards. 


50, Thinhe to die. 
He life is long which loath ſom! ic doth laſt: 


The dolcfull daycs, dzaw ſlobolp to theit date: 
The 


Ok Daintiedeuiſes, 
{he pꝛeſent parigs,and paineſul plagues fozepaſt, 
Peelves greeſe aye greene,to ſcabliſh his eſtate. 
So that I felein this great ſtoꝛme and ſtrife, 
That death is wert that ſhoꝛtneth ſuch a life, 
And by the ſtroke ol this rong ouerthꝛow, 
All which conflict in thꝛaldome J was thꝛuſt: 
The Lozd be pꝛaiſed, I am well tanght to know 
From whence man came, and eke wyhereto he muſt. 
And by the wap vpon how f&ble foꝛce, 
Bis terme doth and, till death doth end his conſe. 
Che pleaſant peres that ſcemes ſo ſwiftly runne, 
The merry dayes to end ſo faſt that fleete: 
Che ioytull nights of which dapes dꝛawes ſo ſone, 
The bappy howꝛes, which moe do mille then meete. 
Do all conſume,asſnow againſt the Sunne, 
And death makes end ol all that life begun. 
Since death ſhall dure till all the woꝛld be walk, 
Uhat meaneth man to dzead death then ſo ſoꝛe: 
As man might make that life ſhould al wales laſt, 
Withont regard the Loꝛd hath led befoze. 
Che daunce ol death which all muſt runne on rowe, 
The bowze wherein,onely himſelle doth know. 
Af man would mind what burdens life doth bzing, 
UW hat griengus crimes to God he doth commit; 
What plagnes, what peril therebp daplp ſpzing, 
With no ſure howze in all his life to ſit, 
He would ſure thinke as with great cauſe J doe, 
The dap of death is happier of the two. 
Death is the doe whereby we dꝛawe to ſop, 
Lite is the lake that dzowneth all in paine, 
Death is ſo dole it ſeaſeth all annoy, 
A ile is ſo lewd, that all it peeldes is vaine. 
And as by life, in bondage man is bzonght, 
Eucnſobp death, is freedomelikewiſe w;ought. 
Wherefoze with Paul let all men wiſh and pꝛap, 
To bee diſſolude of this foule fleſhly maſſe, 
| D2 at the leaſt be armd againſt that day, 
That thep be found gend ſouldiours pꝛeſt to paſſe. 
Fromlife to death ,from 6eath co life againe, 
And luch a lile as cuer bait "Wh Finis. D. S. 
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15. If thou deſire to liue in quiet reſt, 
Gwe eare, and ſee, but ſay tlie beſt. 


Etliou delight in quietneſſe ol like, 

Deſire to ſhun from b2awls debate and frife. 
To hue in loue with God, with kriend and ſoc, 
In reſt (hail ſlerpe, when others cannot ſo. 


Giue care to all, pet dh not all belœue. 

And ſce the end, and then do ſen{ence glue, 

But (ay foz truth of happy itucs afſignte, 

I hc beſt hath he, that quiet is in minde. 

FINIS. W. Hunnis. 

52. Being forſaken of his frend he coplaincth 

VV Hy ſhould J linger long tollue, 

In this diſeale ol fantaſie⸗ 

ince Foꝛtune doth not ceaſe to giue. 

Things to m minde molt contrarte, | 
And at my loyes doth lower and lrowne, 

Til thee bath turnde them bpſide downe. 

Afriend 3 had to mee moſt decre, 

Ind of long time fauhlull and tuff. * 

Chcre was no one my beart ſo nete. 

Hoz one in whome J bad moꝛe truſt. 
Whomnow oflate without canſe hp, 
Foꝛtune hath made mime enemy. 

The graſſe metizinkes ſhould grob in skie. 

Tye tarres vnto the earth cleaue fat, 

Che water ſtreame ſhould paſſe awzy. 

The windes ſyduld leave their ſtrength of blaſt. 
The Sunne aid Boone by one aſſent, 
Should both ſozlane the firmament. 

The lich in apꝛe ſhould flie with inne. 

Che foulesin fiood houb bzing log: th frie, 

ll things me thinkes ſhoulderſt degin, 

To take their courſe vnnaturallp, 

Aloꝛe my ſreꝛnd ſhould alter ſo, 
WI: thoiit a cauſe tobe my foe. 

But ſuch is Foꝛtunes hate I ſay, 

Such is bis wlll on me to wzeake, 

5 Tuch 
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Such ſpite bes bath at mee alway, 
And ceaſeth not my heart tobzeake. 

With ſuch deſpight ol crueltte, 

Ahereloꝛe then longer liue ſhotild J. FINIS. E. S. 

53. Prudence. The hiſtory of Damacles and Dioniſe. 
V Vo ſo is let in pꝛincely thzone,andcraueth rule to beaxe, 
Is ſtil beſet on euer ſide, with p2rrill and with feare. 

High trees by ſtoꝛ mie winds are ſhakt and rent vp from the ground, 


Andflaſhly flakes of lightning flames, and turrets ds rebound. 
Elhen little ſhzubbes in ſalety lurke, in couert all alow, 
And freſhly floꝛiſh in their kinde what euer winde do vio. 
The cruel King of Scicily, who fearing barbars bands, 
Was wont tofindge his beard himiecife, with coale and fler bzands, 
Bath taught vs this, the pꝛoſe whereof, ul plainely we map ſe, 
Was neuer thing moꝛe liuelp touched, to ſho b it ſo to be. 
This King did ſceme to Damacles to be the happieſt wight, 
Becauſe he thought none like to him, in power 02 in might. 
Who did alone ſofarrc excell, the rolt in his degree, 
As doth the Dunne in bꝛigyteſt clerre, the darkeſt ſtarre wee ſe. 
Qllt tdou (then ſaid this cruel u ing) pꝛwue this mp pzeſent ſtate? 
Poſſeſle thou ſhalt this ſeate of mine, and ſo be foztunate. 
Ful gladly then this Damaclcs,thts pꝛoffered henout to ke, 
And hating at a Pꝛincely lile his qutet life foz{oke. 
In hononrs ſeat, then was yeplac'd,acco2ding to his wil, 
Foꝛthwith a banquet was pꝛepard, that h& might feaſt his fill. 
Nothing did want wherein twas thought, that be could take delight, 
To feede his eye, to ſill bis mouth,oz pleaſe the appetite. 
Such ſtoꝛe of plate, L thinke in Greece, there (carcely was ſo much, 
Dis ſeruitoꝛs did angels ſcxme, their paſſing ſhape was ſuch. 
No daintie diſh but there it was, and thereol was ſuch ſtoze, 
That thꝛoughout Sreece lo Pzincely cheere was neuer ſeene befqze. 
Chus wile in pompe and pleaſures ſeate, this Damacles was plaſt, 
And did begin with gladſome heart, each dainty diſh ts taſte, - 
At length by chance taſt vp his eyes, and gan the houſe to view, 
Andlawa light that him emoꝛſt, his}2zincely Nate torew. 2 
A ſwoꝛd ſoꝛſeth with done ward point, that had no ſtronger th;&«d , 
Then one hozle⸗haire that poiſed it, dired vpon his head. 
here with he was ſo ſoꝛe amaꝛd, and ſy oke in enerp part, 
As though the ſwoꝛd that hung abaue. had dc oke hun to the hart. 
8 © 2 Then | 
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Then al their pleaſures toke their leaue, andſozrow tame in plate, 
His veaute heart the teares detlarde, that trickleddowne his fate. 
And tycu fozthwith with ſovbing vepce,beſonght the King ol grace, 
Chat he would licence hun with ſprede, to depart out of that place, 
And aid that he tui long enough bad tryed now with feare, 
What tis to be a happyman and pꝛincelp rule to beare. 
C his dærde of thine © Dioniſe deſerues unmoztallfame, (ſhame, 
T tis decde ſhall alwatcs line with pzaiſe, though thou didſt line with 
Wihcreby both kings be put in mind e, their dangers to be great, 
And ſubie as be fozbid to climbe,bigh ſteps of honours ſeat. 
FINIS. M. Edwards, 
54. Fortitude, A young man of Egypt and Valerian. 
Che one deſer ues great pꝛaiſe to haue, but pet not like J thinke, 
Both he that can ſuſtaine the poke of pames, and doth not chzinke. 
And her whom Cupids conert craft can nothing mone at all, 
Into the hard and tangled knots of Venus ſnares to fall. 
Beſlirte pou then who ſo delights, in vertues race to run, 
The flying boy with bow bent, by ſtrength to onercome, 
As one did once when he was poung, and in his tender dayes, 
Ulhoſe ſtout and noble deedes of his hath got immoztall pꝛaiſe. 
Che wicked Romatncs did put ſue, the fillie chai tans than, 
What time Valerian Emperour was, a wicked cruel man. 
N bo ſyarcd net with bloody dꝛaughts, to quench his owne deſire, 
Diſpatching all that Keck to Chziſt, with hote conſuming fire. 
At length a man ol tender peares was bꝛought befoze his ſight, 
- Such one as nature ſœmde to make, a witneſſe of her might. 
Foz cuerp part ſo well was ſet that nothing was depzaued, 
Oo that the cruel King himſeife, would gladly him haue laued. 
© loth he was to ſe awazke,ſo rare of Natures poſver, 
Do finely built, ſo ſuddenly deſtrolde within an howze, 
T ten meanes he ſought to ouercome oꝛ win him at the leaſt, 
To llipſrom Chʒiſt, whom he bcfoze had earneſtly pꝛoleſt. 
A bed pꝛepard ſo finelp deckt, with diuers pleaſant nels, 
Chat wel it might appeare a place where pleaſure cnely dwcls, 
By him he lald a naked wench, a Venus daring ſure, 
TUith lugred ſpeech and louelie toyes, that m:ght his mind alure 
Such wanton louers as thoſe he thought might eaſily him entile, 
Which things he knew with lu%te youth had aiwates beene in p2ile. 
Huch waits J think the Gods themſelues, could haue inuented = | 
03. 
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Fo2 flattering Venus duertomes the ſenies everych one. 
And he himſelſe was euen at point, to Venus to conſent, 
Pad not his ſtout and manly minde,reſiſted his intent. 
MN ven he perceiued his fleſh to pte ld, to pleaſures wanton ĩopes, 
And was by llight almoſt pꝛouoked, to taſte of Venus iopes. 
Moꝛe cruel to humſelſe then thoſe, that glad would bim vnd w. 
With bloody toth,bis tender tongue, bit quite and cleane in two. 
T bus was the paine ſo paſſing great of this his blody bit. 
That all the fire and carnal luſt was quenched cuerp whit. 
Doo il, and al thy pleaſures then ful ſoone wil paſſe awap, 
But pet the ſhame of thole thy det des, will neuer moze decay, 
Doo wel and though thy paines be great, yet ſoone each oue wil ceaſe, 


But pet the pꝛaiſe of thoſe thy derdes, wil cuermoꝛe encreaſe. 
FINIS. M. Ldwards, 


55. Juſtice, Zaleuch and his ſonne. 
Et Rulers make moſt perfect lawes, to rule both greatandſmall, 
If they themſelues obap them not it booteth not at all. 
As la does be nought but rulers dome, containing equal might. 
So Rulers ſhould be ſpeaking la wes, to rule by line of right. 
Zaleuch the Pꝛinte of Locrine onte, appointed by decree, 
Each Letcherer ſhould be puniſhed, with loſſe ol either eye. 
Vis ſorme by chance offended firſk, which when bis father ſaw, 
Lozd God bow earneſt then he was to execute the law. 
Chen came the people al in flocks to bim with weeping cyes, 
Not one amongſt the rout there was, but pardon pardon crics. 
By whoſe out cries and earneſt ſute, his ſonne in hope did Zan, 
T bat he thereby ſhonld then obtame, ſome pardon at his hand. 
But al in vaine, ſoʒ he is found, to be the man he was, 
And maketh baſt ſo much the moze.ts haue the law to paſſe, 
The people pet renewed their ſute, in hope. of ſome releefe, 
Whoſe faces al beſpꝛent wſth teares, did teſtific their gricke, 
Ant cried al ſoꝛ pitties ſake, vteld now to our requeſt, 
Jfal you wil not cleane remit, yet ceaſe the paine atleaſt. 
Then ſomwhate was the Father maned, with all the peoples vopce, 
Andcuery man did g iuc a ſhout, to ſhew they did reioyce. 
Nel then (quoth he it ſhal be thus the law ſhal be fulfeld. 
And pct my ſonne ſhal faucur haue, accoꝛding as peu wid. 
£n* epe ol dis lyal be puld out thus hath his lewancs got, 
And like wiſe ſo ſtall one ol mine though 3 deſerne it not. 
G3 Chis 
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bis woꝛd no ſooner was pꝛononnced, but ralght the deed was don 
Tb eyes no moze was left,betweene the Father and the ſonne. 
Day now who can, and on mp faith Apollo be ſhall be, 
Nas he moze gentle Father loe, oz truſter Judge tro w ye? 
This mm would not, his lawes be like the webs ehe ſpiders weaue, 
Ul herein they lurke when the p intend, the ſimple to deceaue. 
There with ſmall fues full ſoone be taugbt, and tangled ere thep wiff, 
hen great ones flip and ſcape away,and bzeake them as iheplift . 
FINIS. NI. Edwards. 
56. Temperance. Spurina and the Romaine Ladies. 
ture bear thre ſo great loue, that ſhe in thee haue beauty plaſt, 
Full hard it is as we do pꝛoue, to zeepe the body cleane and chaſt. 
Tvirt comlines and chaſtitp, 
A deadly ſtrue is thought to be. 
Foz beanty which ſome men ſuppole to be as twere a golden ill, 
Bꝛouokeih ſtrife and many focs,that ſeckes on her to wozk their wll. 
Aſlaults to Townes il many make, 
No Zowne ſo ſtrong but map be take. 
And this Spurina witneſſe can, who did fo2 beauty beare the bell. 
So cleane a wight, ſo comelp made no dane in Rome but loued well. 
Not one coiſd coole yer hote deſire, 
Do burning was the flame of lire. 
Like as when bait caſt in the llood fo;thwith doth cauſe the fiſhes com 
Thatplcaſantly befc;e did play, now pꝛeſentlp to death do runne. 
Foz when thepſce the baite to fall, 
Straight: way they ſwallo lo booke and all. 
edc when Spurina they die lee, to hun they locked out ol hand, 
She havp; ca dame was thought to be, that in his lauoꝛ moſt did tary 
Not knowing under lweete deceites, 
Dow Wenushides her poyſoned baptes. 
Vut when he law the thus to range, wholoue had linked in his chagn, 
his mane hee ſought ſoꝛ to aſſwage thoſe Ladies of their grienous 
{ts ſhape intending to diſgrate, ram. 
Tat man wounds he iccatcßt his face. 
Dy which bis deedit came to paſſe, that be that ſeemed an anc?! bꝛight 
Curnnowſocizancdiſfigured wag,that bee became a loathlöe Wight. 
And rather had de be foule and chaſt, 
Then fare and filthy liopes to taſt. 


Aubatpencan wits o tõgue expzcs,the wozthppzatſer,of: bie td? 
See 


of Daintiedcuiſes. 


De ii nk that Cod can do noleffe,then grant him heauen ſoz his mad 
Tho fo2 to ſaue himſelle vpꝛight. 
Pimlelfc hath fir ſt deftroped quite. 
FINIS. M. Edwards. 
7. A branch oſh carbs and flowers. 
F that each flower that Ggdhath framd,oz ſhapt by ſacred s kill. 
Were as J would no wꝛong to wiſh) and mine to weare at will. 
Oz elſe each tree with luſty top, would lend me leaue to lcue, 
Mith ſpꝛings diſplaicd to ſpꝛead my ſute a willing heart to pꝛœue. 
Upon my bel me lone ſhould ou ſer, my head a duanced hie, 
Some lip loꝛ ſolace there to ſet. and wearc the ſame would J. 
Pet would J not foz great delight, the Dalzies ſtrange deſire, 
The Lilly would not like my luſt, noꝛ Roſe would F require, 
Cube Marig old might grow foꝛ me. Noſcmarp wel might rel, 
The Fennel to, that is moze ft, ſoꝛ ſome vnfriently gueſt. 
Noz Cowſips would J crane at all ſometime they fceme to cop, 
Some tolly yeuth the Gylliflower eſta meth loꝛ his top. 
The Lauendet ſometimes aloſt,allures the lokcrs epes, 
Lhe Paunſie ſhallnot haue the pꝛaiſe, where I mapetue the pzile. 
And thus no flowcre mp fancie fades, 02 like th ſo my luſt, 
As that J mapſubiec my ſelſe,. to topts ol ſ ckle truſt, 
Foz lle wers tyough they be faire and (ref, ol lent excellingſweefe, 
Pet grow they on the ground below we tread them with our ſeete: 
And ſhall J then go Coupe to ſuch, oz elſe go ſccke to chavſe + | 
Shall flowers enfozce me once tofitone, foꝛ ſeare of fricnves oz foes, 
Pet rather peeld J to the right, as rcaſen hath aſſigrd, . 
Mine Autboꝛ laid there Was no ſelue, infla wers foz me to finde. 
And pet perhaps ſome tree there is, to ſtꝛcud me from the ſhower, 
Chat with her arrots may ſaue the ſoule that pceideth to her power · 
Where J map linde icnic pleaſent ſhade, to ſaue me ſt om the ſunne, 
Each thing we ſee that reaſon halh, vnto ihe trees do rume. 
Both men and beate, ſuch fowics as ſiies tht ix trraſures are the trees. 
Ind ſo; my part when v2anciies fall, wilhno other fees, 
But when the ſteꝛntes beſel me round ſucb ſuetour God me ſend. 
That J max ſinde a friendly tree, ihat wil me well delend. 
No tree there is vVhich recldcs no goes to ſeme that doth it lecke, 
Ardas they Ire of 3.776 kinde, thert vies are vritke, 
The Cwgi; trecſerues the Bowers turne, the Ach the Coopers art, 
The puiant Wake deth make the pot, dt Pirie ſane ocher a 
e 
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The Elme doth helpe to hide the birds in wearp Winters night, 
{be bꝛyers J geſſe are no:hing woꝛth theyſerue but fo2 deſpight. 
& be wiilow wiſh J far from hence, good wil deſernes no wꝛong, 
The (allow wel maplſerue thetr ſtates, that ſing ſo ſad a ſong, 
The Bcxe and Beech each foz bimſelfe,aboue the reſt doth bolt, 
Che Cglantine fo: plcalure oft, is p2iched vpon the poſt. 
de Hawthozne is ſo ſad in pꝛiſe, the Bapes do beare the Bell, 
And that theſc bapes did bzing no bliſſe, I like it not ſo well. 
As erſt I To that ſecmely trie, dy which thoſe bapes J found, 
And there withall vnwittungly, J tooke ſo great a wound, 
As il the tree by which J leane,doth lend me no releefe. 
There is no helpe but downe J fall, ſo great is growne my griefe. 
And therefoꝛe at the laſt J craue, this fauour foz to finde, 
UUheneuery tree that here is told, begins to grow vnkinde. 
The 3. foz beauty whom J boaſt, and ſhall aboue the reſt, 
T bat B. map take me to her truſt, foʒꝛ B. doth pleaſe me beff. 
It ukes me wel to walke the wap, where B.doth keepe her bower, 
And when it raines to B. J runne, to ſaue me fromthe ſhower. 
T bis bꝛanch of B. which here J meane to keepe and chickelp crane, 
At leck vnto this B. J bow, to ſerue that beauty bzaue. 
CU bat ſbal I ſayt he time doth paſſc,the tale to tedious is, 
E zoug dl oath to leaue vet leaue I mult. and ſap no moze but this, 
J wiſh thts B. I might emb1ace, when as tbe ſame Ilce, 
A league fo2 life then I requure,betweene this B. and me. 
And though vnwoꝛthp, yet god will doth wozke the wap herein, 
Ind be hath bzought the ſame about, wbich beauty did begin. Finis. 
$8. In commendation of Mulicke. (oppꝛeſſe 

V V Þcre grtping grief the hart weld weũd. # dolefuldiips b minde 

there muſick with her ſiluer ſoũd is wot with ſpeed to glue re⸗ 


Ol troblt d minds loꝛ euer ſo:e ſweet muſick hath a ſalue in ſtaʒe ( dꝛes 


In top it makes our mirth abound, in griełit cheers our heup ſp2ights 
be cateiul hcadrelecf bath found, by muſicks pleaſãt ſweet delights. 
Our ſen es al what ſhould J ſay moꝛe are ſublet vnto muſicks loze, 
Che Geds by muſick hath their pꝛau, the fiſh, ᷣ owl. therein doth top, 
Fo: 2s the Nomame Vcets ſap, in ſeas whom Pirates would deſtroy 
A Delihn laued from death moſt ſharpe, Arion plaping on his Harp. 
O heauenly gilt that turncs the mind like as the ſtern doth rule p ſhip 
Oh m och who the gods alſignd to tomfoꝛt man whocares wold nip, 
Suh goth mã: beaſt deſt moue, what wiſe ma the wil thes repꝛwue 

FINIS. 59. 
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59. ADialoguebctweene the Author and his eye 
Author. 
H Epe, why div\t thon light on that which was not thme⸗ 
Uh hat thou with thy light thus lain? an heart of mine: 
O thou vnhappy eye, would God thou hadſt beene blind, 
Mhen firft thou didit her _ whone this griefe J find, 
YC. 
Why ſir, it is not J that doo deferne ſach blame, 
Pour fancie, not your Epe, is cauſer ofthe ſame, 
Foꝛ J am ready pꝛeſt, as Page that ſerues pour eaſe, 
Lo ſearch what thing is beſt, that —— paur fancie pleaſe. 
Author. 
I lent thee foo2th toſee,but not ſo lang to bide, 
Thougy fancie went with thee,thou wert mp fancies guide. 
Mby meſſage being done, thou mightſt returne againe, 
So Cupid, Venus lonne, no whit 2 heart ſhould paine. 


ye. 
” Where ſancie beareth ſway. there Cupid will behold, 
Andreaſon flies awa from Cupids ſhaft of gold, 
If pon finde eaſe thereby, ſome deale of pajnefull ſmart, 
Alas, blame not your eye, but 1 ol heart. 

Uthor. | 

My heart muſt J excuſe and lap the fault on thee, 
Becauſe thy ſight did chuſe, when heart from thought was free: 
Thy ſight thus bzonght conſent,conſent bath bzed mp griefe, 


And greefe bid mee content, with ſozrow fozreleefe. 
FINIS W. Hunnis. 


60. Finding no ioy he deſireth death. 
f 17 e Connp in his Caue the Ferret doth anop, 
And flying thence his life to ſaue, him ſelſe doth hee deſtrop. 
His burrougb round about beſet, with Hunters ſnares, 
So that wden be to ſcape farts out, is caught therein vnwares. 
Like choſſe pooꝛe man haue J, to bide and reſt in loue, 
Onꝛ elſe from thence to flic,as bad a death to pꝛoue. 
J ſec in loue no reſt, vnkindnes doth purſue, 
To rent his heart out of his bꝛeaſt, which is a louer true. 
And if from lone J ſtart, as one that lone fozſakes, 
Chen penſiue thoughts my heart doth pierce, and ſo my life le takes 
Chen thus toflle oz bide hard is * tochule, 


Vith 
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Sith death hath campd t frencht each lide, and ſafeth,lfe now refuſe, 
Content I am thercfoze,my life therein to ſpend, | 
And death J take a ſalue fo2 ſoꝛe, my weary dates to end. 
And thus J pou require, that ſaithull loue pꝛoleſſe, 
When carkas caſed in bis cheſt, and body laid on hearſe. 
Pour bꝛiniſh teares to ſaue, ſuch as mp courſe ſhallmone, 
And therewith wzite vppon mp graue, behold the fozce of loue. 
FINIS. | W. Hunnis. 
Hope well and haue well. 
N hope the ſhtp man hotzeth ſatle in hope ofpaſſage good, 
In hope of health the ſickeſt man, dolh ſutler lolle of blood. 
In hope the pꝛiſoner linkt in chames, hopes libert p to finde. 
Thus hope bzcxdes health, z bealth bꝛerds eaſe, to cuerp troubled mind 
In hope deũre gets vid oꝛp, in hope great cemtoꝛt ſp2ings, 
In hope the L ouer lines in idyes, de feares no dꝛeadlull ſtings. 
In hope we line and may abide ſuch ſtoꝛmes as are alfignde. 
Tbus hope bz&ds bealtb, t health bꝛerds eaſe, to euer troubled mind. 
In hope we eaſily ſuffer harme, in hope ol future time, 
In hope of fruite, the paines ſeemeſweet,that to the tree doth clime. 
Dope ol loue ſuch glozygrowes,as now by p;oſe J finde, 
That bope bzerds dealth ꝛ health bꝛerds eale to euerp troubled mind. 
FINIS. W. Hunnis. 
He requeſteth ſome friendly comfort, affirming his conſtancie. 


The mount aines high, wholeltofty tops doth merte the haugbty sky 
The craggy Rocke that to the ſea fræ paſſage dotd deny. 

The aged Oake.that doth reſiſt the foꝛce of bluſtering blatt, 

The pleaĩant hearbe, lhat cuerp where a fragrant ſmell doth calk. 

Che x pons ſoʒce whole courage ſtout declares a pzince-lke night, 

The Eagle that of woꝛthines, is bazne of Kings in ſight. 

The Serpent cke whoſe poyſoned ia wes, doth belch out venome vic, 

The loathſome toad that ſyunneth light, and lpech in enile. 

Thele,theie I ſap. and thouſands moꝛe by tract oftime decap, 

And like to time do quite conſume, and vade from time to chap. 

But my true heart and ſeruice vowd, ſhall laſt time out ot mind, 

And fill remaine as thine by dome, as Cupid hath alllgnde. 

My faith loe here I vow to the, my troth thou knoweſt right well, 

My gods, my ſriendes, my life is thjne, what nerde J moze to tell. 

4 am not mine but thine J bow, thy heſtes J willobap, 

And lerue ther asa feruant ought, in pleaſing if A map. 


oo 
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And fth I baue no flying wings, to ſc th as J with ; 
Ne finnes to cut the ſiluer ſtreames, as doth the gliding fith, 
Therefoze leauenow fo2getfulnes,and ſend againe to me, 
And ftrafne thy Azured veines to wylte,that X may greeting ſe. 
And thus farewellmo2e deare to mee, then chieleſt friend J haue, 


Whoſe loue in heart J mind to ſhꝛine till death his ler doth craue. 
FINIS. M. Edwards. 


He complaineth his miſhap. 


I hall riganr raigne where ruth hath rune ſhall lancie now fozſake 
Shall foztune lwle that fauour wane, ſhall not your anger lake? 
Shall batefull heart be had in pou, that friendly did pzetend, | 
Shall ſlipper thought and faith vntrue, that heart of pours defend: 
Shall nature ſhew pour beautie faire, hat gentle ſeemes to bæ: 
Shall frowardnes pour fancles heire,be of moze foꝛce then ſher: 
Shall now diſdaine the dꝛauge ol death, direa and lead the wap, 
Shall all the Imps vpon the eartb,retopce at mp decay: 
Shall this the ſeruice ol my pouth, haue ſuch reward at laſt? 
Shall J receaue rigour of truth, and be from fauour caſt? 
Shall J therefoze berent my haires with wights that wich to die, 
Oz ſhall J bath myſelfe with feares, to feede pour fickle eye? 
No, no, J ſhall in paine lle ſtill, with turtie Doue molt true: 
And vow my ſelfe to wit and will, their counſels to enſue? 
God Ladies all that louers be, and that to bee pzetend: 
Glue place to wit, and reaſonſemc, your enemies to defend. - 
L eaſt that pou thinke as Jhaue thought, vour ſelle to ſtriue in vain 
And ſo bein thꝛaldome irn me to ſutler patne, 


W. Huums. 


No foc to aflatterer. 


[| Moyld it were not as J think, J wich it were not ſo: 
Jam not blind although J wink, J leele what winds do blow. 
J know where craft with ſailing cheare, crerpes into doldned bzeaft, 
I heare how fained ſpeech ſpeakes fatre, where hatred is poſſeſt. 
I ſæ the ſerpent lis and larke vnder the greene allow, 
A ſe him watch a time to woꝛke, his poyſen to beſtowe. 
Inftiend ip looke ſuch fraud is found as faith foz feare is led, 


And friendlip hath rece ud ſuch wound, as he is aumolf dead. 
. 
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andt hatefull hart with malice great, ſo bolles in cankred minde, 
Chat ſlatterie flearuig in the lace, had almoſt made me blinde. 
But now J tee, all is not gold that glittereth in the eye, 
Noz pet luch ſriends as they pꝛoleſſe, as now bpp2oofe I trpe, 

Tyough ſecret ſpight by craft, haue made a coate of Painters skin, 
And thinkes to finde me in the ſhade, by ſleights to w2ap me in. 
Pet God be pꝛaiſed, my eye is cleere, and can behold the Sunne, 
When lalſh ood dare not once appeare, to end that he begun. 
Thus time ſhall trie the thing amiſſe, which God ſhall ſhoztly ſend, 
And turne the heart that faigned is, to be a faithful l friend. 

FINIS. W. Hummus. 
His compariſon ofloue. 
1 Spider with great skill. dth trauaile dap by dap, 
is limbs no time lie ſi ill to ſet his houſe in ſtap. 

And — he bath it wꝛougbt, thinking therm to raigne, 
A blaſt of wind vnthought, doth dꝛiue it downe againe. 

The pꝛofe whereofis true, to make his wozke endure, 
He pines bimſelle anew, jn hope to dwell moze ſure. 
And in ſome ſecret place in coꝛner of a wall, 
Heframeth bimſelfe a place, to build and reſt withall, 
His plt aſure ſweete to ſtay, when he to reſt is bent, 
An vgly Shamble Fly, appꝛoacheth to his tent. 
And there intends by ſoꝛce, his la bours greatt o win, 
Oz elle to peeld his courſe,by fatall death therein. 

Chus is the ſpiders neſt from time to time thzown down 
Ind he to labour pꝛeſt, with endleſſe paine vnknowne, 
So ſuch as Loners bee, like trauaile do attaine: 
Tho#k endleſſe wozkes ye ſee, are al wales full of paine. 
FINIS. W. HKunnis 


A Louers ioy . 
Haue no ioy, but dꝛeame of ioy and iop to think on iop. 
A top J haue withſtod to finiſh mine anoy. 
J hate not without cauſe alas yet lone J know not why: 
I thengbt to hate, J cannot hate although that ſheuld dye 
Afoe molt ſweete, a friend moſt ſo wer J top fo; to embꝛat e 
I hate the wzdg +not the wight,that wozkt mp wolul caſe, 
What thing is it, J knownet J, but pet a thing there That 


of Daintic deviſes, \, 
Chat in my ſancie ſtill perſwades,thrre is no other bl 
The lopes of life the pangues ol death, it makes me feele each dap, 
But life noꝛ death this humour can, dc uiſe to weare away, 
Jaine would J die, but pet in death no hope J ſee remaines, 
And ſhall J liue, ſince life J (ce a courſe ot ſoꝛry paines? 
M phat is it then that J do ſeeke? what top would J aſpire? 
A thing that is diuine —_—— 800 foz mans deſire. 


. 


* 


Euill to him that cuillthinketh. 


e ſubtill dily ights,that woꝛldly men doe wozke, 
Mhefrtendlp ſhowes vnder whoſe ſhade,moſt craft doth oltẽ uk 
Enloꝛceth me alas, with pearnelull vopce to ſap, 
oe woꝛth the wily heads, that ſeekes the ſimple mans decay. 

The bird that dꝛeades no gulle, is ſoneſt caught in ſnare, 
Each gentle heart deuoid of craft. is ſaneſt bzonght to care, 
God nature ſonclt trapt, which glues me cauſe to ſap, 
Woe woꝛth the wily heeds. that ſeekes the ſunple mans decay. 

I ſee the ſerpent vile, that lurks vnder the greene, 
How ſubtillp he ſhrouds himlelle, that he map not be ſerne. 
And pet his foſters bane, his learing lokes bewꝛap, | 
Woe wozth the wily heads that ſecke the ſimple mans decap. 
Woe lvoꝛth the feyning lok es, on fauour that do waite, 
Woe wozth the fained friendly heart, that harbours deepe deceit, 
UUoe woꝛth the Wipers bꝛode, oh thꝛiſe woe woꝛth I (ap, 
All woꝛldly wily heades, that ſeekes the ſimple mans decap. 
FINIS. RI. Edwardes. 

He aſlureth his conſtancie. 
Ith patntedſpeech J liſt not pꝛoue, my cunning fo2 to try, 

V No2 pet will vie to fill my pen, with guilc full latterte: 
V Ulth pen in hand and hart in bꝛeaſt, ſhall faithfullpzomiſe inake, 
Co loue pcu beſt, and ſerue you moſt, fo2 your good vertues ſake, 

And liace dame Nature hath you deckt, win giſts atone the reft, 
Let not diſca:ne a harbour finde, within pour noble breaſt, 
Foz? I cue bath led his law alike, to men ol cach degree. 
So ſhall the beggar with the Pꝛince, ſye w loue as well as hee. 

J am no pꝛince J muſt confefſe,no2 pet of Þ2inces line, 
Poꝛ pet a bꝛutiſi beggar bozne,that ſcedes among the S wine. 
The ſruite ſhall try the tree at laſt the bloſſomes god oꝛ no, 


Then do not tutge ofme the worſe, till you haue triedme ſq,  _ 
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The Paradiſe 
As J deſerue, ſo then reward, J make you iudge of all, 
Ik ] be falſe in wa2d oz dr de, let lightning thunder fall. 
And furies fell with frantick fits,bereane and ffap my bzeafh, 
Foz an example to the 8 7. — my faith. 


W. Hunnis. 
Complaining of his miſhap to his friend, hee complaineth wittily 
A. T De fire all freeze, th? froſt ſhall fry the frozen mountains hye 
B. 1 What ſtrige thing hath dame natures ſoꝛce, to turn her courſe 
A -Dploachath me leit and taken a new man, (abpzpe 
B. This is not ſtra:ige, it baps oft times the truth to ſcan, 
A. The moe is my paine. B. her loue then refraine. | 
A.TQhothought ſhee wouldſlit,B each one that hath wit. 
A. Is not this ſtrange: B. light loue will change. 
A. By Riltull meanes J her reclaime, to ſtoupe vnto mp lure, 
B. Such haggerd hawkes will ſoare awap of them who can be ſure? 
A,ULith ſiluer bels and hode, my top was her to deck, 
B. She was full goꝛgd. ſhe would the ſoner giue the check. 
A. Che moꝛe is my paine, B. her loue then refraine. 
A. Zo thought the would klit. B. each one that bath wit. 
A. Is not this ſtrange: B. light lone will change. 
A. Vir chirping lips would chirpe to ins ſ et woꝛds ol her dedre. 
B. Such chirping birds who ener ſa w. to pzeach ſill on one bzter. 
A, She ſaid ſhe loued me bed, and would do till ſhee die. | 
B. Shre ſaid in woꝛds ſhe thought it not, as time doth trie. 
A. The moꝛe is my pine, B. her lone then rcfraine, 
A. TANho thought ſhee would litt, B each one that hath wit. 
A. Is not ibis ſtrange, B light loue will change. 
A. Can no man wiu a woman ſa, to make her loue endure. 
B. To inake the Foie his wiles to leaue, what man will put in ve. 
A. LAhy then there is no choice, but all women will change. 
B. As men do vie, ſo ſome women do loue to range. 
A. be moꝛe is my paine, B. her loue then refraine. 
A. lho thought Moo would fi:t, B.cach one that hath wit. 
A. Js nat this ſtrange, B. light love will change. 
A. Sith lupper gauics fails to my lot, fare weilt hat gliding pꝛap. 
B. Sith that the dice dath run a wꝛp, betimes leaue off the play. 
A. I lui no moe lament, the thing à map not haue. 
B. Then by exchange the iolle to come, all ſhalt theuſane. 
A. Loue will I reſraine, B. therebp thou (hall gaine. 
ag reby thay ſhall gat A.With 


of Daintie deviſes. 
A. With loſſe J wil leaue, B. ſhe wil thee deccane. 


A. Chat is not ſtrange, B. then let her range. 
_ FINIS: 8 | M.Edwards, 


No paines comparable to his attempt. 

Ihe as the dolcfull Done, delights alone to bee, | 

And doth refule the blomed bzanch choling the leaſeleſſe tree. | 

Ehereon wapling his chance, with bitter teares beſpzent, j 
Doth with his bil, bis tender bzcaft, oft pctrce ard all to rent. | 
Whoſe grieuous gronings tho, whoſe gripes of pinching patne, | 
Whoſe gaſtly lokcs, whoſe blodp Arcames cutfiowing from ech bain | 
Thoſe falling from the tree, whoſe painting on the ground, | | 


Examples be ol mine eſtate, though there appeare no wound. | 
FINIS. W. Hunnis. 
He repenteth his ſolly. 


Lack when J loke backe, vpon my pouth thats paſt, 
And der pely ponder youths offence, and pouths reward at laft. 
With ſighs and teares J ſap, O GodJ not vente, 
My youth with follp hath deſerued, with follpfoz to dle. 
But petit euer ſimul man, might mercy moue to ruth / : 
God L ozd with mercte doe ſoꝛgine, the follics of mp pouth. 
In pouth J rangde the fleldes, where vices al didazow, 
In ponth alas I wanted grace, ſuch vice to onerthzow. 
In youth what J thought ſweete, moſt bitter now do finde, 
Thus hath the follies ol in youth, with ſolly keepe me blind. 
Het as the Eagle caſts her bil, whereby her agerenueth, 
Do Lozd with mercie doe fo2gue; the follies of mp youth. 
FINIS. W.FHunms, 


No pleaſure without ſome pane. 
He can the tree but waſt and wither away, 
That hatb not ſomtime comfoꝛt of the ſun- 

Do can that flower but fade and loone decay. 
Chat alwates is wich darke clouds over⸗runne. 

Is this a lile:nap death pou map it call; 

That feeles each pate, and knolus no joy at al 
What foode leſſe beaſt can liue long in good plight- 
©z18 it ile where lenſes there benonee 


. Nn „ r n K N * 0G® n 96"; As þ Sap one 


The Paradiſe. 
O: what avalleth epez, without thetr ſight, 
©) els a tongue to him that is alone, 
Is this a life?nap death you map it call: 

Chat feeles each paine a knowes no iop at all 
AA geretoſerues eares, if that there be no ſound, 
Oꝛ ſuch a head where no deuiie doth grobe: 
But all ofplaintcs, ſince ſazrow is the ground, 
A Aberebythc heart doth pine in deadly woe, 

Is this a life: nay death pe may it call, 

Chat fcels each paine and knows no top at al. 

FINIS. L. Vaux. 


The fruit of fained friends. 


N choiſe of freds, what hap had J, fochoſe one of Sirens kind, (blind 
whoſe harp, whoſe pipe, whoſe melody, could leed my ears z make me 
A Ahoſe plcaſat voice made me foꝛget, that in ſure truſt is great de- 
In truſt J ſec is treaſon ſound, and man to man decettfull is, (ceit 
And whereas treaſure doth abound, ol flattcrers there do not miſſe. 
A Uhole painted ſpeech and outward ſhow,do (em as friends + be not 
UTUoldJ haue thought tn thee to be, the nature ofthe Crocadil, (fo 
N A hich il a man aſleep map ſce, with blody thirſt deſires to kil, ( lp 
And then with teares a while gan weepe, the death of him thus Caine a 
O fabicfa!ſe,thou traptoꝛ bozn, whatmiſchiefe moze might thou aduiſo 
Chen thy dere fricud to h aue in (cozne,x him to wound in ſudry wile, 
Ahich ſtill a friend pꝛetends to be, and art not ſo by pzofe I ſ&. 


Fie, ſie vponſuch treacherie, W. 
Tf ſuch falfc ſhips do haunt the ſhoze, 
Strike downe the laile and truſt no moze. NI. Edwards. 


A Dialogue betweene a Gentleman and his Love, 


A 8 all J no wap lum you, to graunt my deſixe: 
B Uahat woman will graunt yon the thing you re- 
A Pau anclptoloue me, is all that J crave, (quire, 
L.Pou onelp to leaue me, is all J would haue. 
A. y dere alas now ſap not ſo, 
B. Toloue vou beſt J muſt (ap no. 
A Pet will J not flit. B. then plap on the bit. 
A. J ul, B. d- ſtill. A. pct kllnot, B. I will not. 


A..Pakeme pour man, B.beſhzew me than. : 


of daintie Deuiſes. 


A. Che ſwiſter Jfollow,then pou flie awap, 

B. wilt hawkes in their flping, oft times miſſe their pꝛay 
A, Det ſome killeth deadly, that flie to the marke, 

B. Pou ſhall touchnofeather,therefoze take no carke. 
A. Pet hope ſhall further my deſire, 

B. Pou blow the coales andraiſc no fire. 

A Pet will J not fut, B. Then plap on the bit. 

A. Jwill. B. Doftill, A. yet kill not. B. 4 wil not: 
A. Make me pour man. B. beſhzew me than. 


A. Co loue is no danger, where true loue is meant: 

B. J will loue no ranger, leſt that J repent. 

A, My loue is no ranger, I make God a vow, 

B. To truſt pour ſnoth ſapinges, } ſure know not how. 
A. Moſt true J meane as time well ſhall trie, | 

B. No truth in men J oft eſpie. 

A Pet wil J not flit, B. then play onthe bit. 

A. J will; B. doe ſtill. A. pet kill not. B. J will not. 


A. Make me pour man. B. Belſhzew me than, 


A. Some women map ſap nap, and meane loue moſt true: 
B, Some women can make fooles of as wiſe men as pou. 
A. In time J ſhal catch peu, I know when and where, 

B. J will ſoone diſpatch you, you ſhall not come there. 

A, Some ſpeedes at length, that oft haue milk, 

B. J am well arm de, come when pou liſt. 

A. Pet J will not flit. B. then play on the bit, 

A. J will. B. Doe ſtill. A. pet kill not. B. will not: 


A, Make me pour man, B. Beſhꝛew me than. 


A. Vet woꝛke pour kind kindly, grant me loue foz loue: 
B. J will vſe you friendly. as I ſhal pau pꝛoue. 

A. Moſt true pou ſhall find me, J this do pꝛoteſt. 

B. Then ſure thou ſhalt bind me, to grant thyrequeſt. 
A. A happy thꝛæde now haue J ſpun: 

B. Pou ſing befo2e the conqueſt wimne. 

A, Why then will you ſwarue: B. Euen as pon deſerue. 
A. Lone hill, B. J will, A. pet kill not, B. I will not 


A. Pake me pour man. B. Come to me than, Finis. V. Edwards. 
IJ Exclai- 


The Paradiſe 
Exclaiming vpon his vnkind loue, his friend, 


replieth witty. 
VV? Hat — map be compared to loue: 
What grefe therem now doſt thou pꝛoue: 
4 Py paines alas who can expꝛeſſe: 
H. J ſee no cauſe oſ heauineſſe. 
. y Ladies lookes my woe hath wꝛought, 
Chen blame thine eyes that firſt hath (ought, 
. J burne alas, and blow the fire, 
IA fcole conſumes by his deſire. 


V. What ſhall J dothan: H. Come out if thou can. 
NI. Alas Idie H. What remedie. 


My ſugred (wect is mixed with al: 

II. Thy Lady cannot doe withall. 

NI. Che moꝛe J ſcehe, the leſſe T find, 

H. Then ſtriue not with the ſtreame and wind. 

N. Her muſt J lcue although J ſmart, 

H. TUlith thy owne ſwoꝛd thou ſlapeſt thy hart, 

N. Such pleaſant baites who can refraine, 

H. Such battes will ſure bꝛerde thee great paine, 

NI. Mhat ſhall J do than: H Come out ind thon tan, 
NI. Alas J die, H. What remedie. 


M. Her golden beames mine epcs did daze, 

H. Upon the Sunne thou maleft not gaze. 

A1 Shee might reward my cruell\mart, 

H. She thinkes thou hadſt a lained bart, 

Ni. She laugbes to heare my wofull cries, 

H. Foꝛſake her tten, in time be wile. 

VI. Ho, no, alas that map not be, 

H. o wiſcmen then will pitty thee. 

NI. What ſhall J doe than: H. Ceme out and thou tan 
XI. Alas J die, H. Whatremedp, 


NI. à liuing death loe thus J pzone, 
H. Such are the frnites ol fro ward loue. 
M. O that J might her loue once gaine, 
ti. Thy gaine would not halfe quite thy paine. 
1 Maher 


ol Daintie Deuiſes 
M. Her will J loue, though the be cop, 
H. A foole himſelfe will ill annop, 
M. Who will not die fo; ſuch a one? 
H. Be wiſe at length, iet her alone. 
NI. I cannot do ſo, H. Chen be thine owne foe, 


M. Alas J die, H. What remedie. 
FINIS. . 


The complaint of a louerʒ wearing blacke & tawny. 
Crowne of bapes ſhall that man were, 
That triumphes ouer me: 

Foz blacke and ta wnie will J weare, 
Which mourning colours be. 

The moze J follow on, the moꝛe ſhe fled awap, 

As Daphne did full long agone, Apollos wiſhfull pzap: 
Mbe moꝛe m plaints J ds reſound, the leſſe the pitties me 
The moꝛe J ſought. the leſſe J found, that mine the meant 

Melpomene alas, with dolefull tunes helpe than: (to be 

And ſing bis, woe wozth on me fozſaken man. 
Then Daphncs Bapes (hall that man weare, that triumphes oner me 
Foz blacke and tawnte will J weare, colours bee, 
Dꝛowne me with trickling teares, you wailefull wights of woe, 
Come helpe theſe handes to rent mp haires, my rufull hap to ſhoe, 
Df whome the ſcoꝛching flames ol loue doth lerde pou ſee, 
Aha lalalantida my deere dame hath thus toꝛmented me. 
Mherefoꝛe you Muſes nine, with dolefull tunes helpe than: 
And ſing bis, woe woꝛth on me foꝛſaken man: 
Then Daphnes Bapes ſhall that man weare, that triumphs oncr me, 
Joꝛ blacke and tawnlie will J weare, which moutning colours be. 
An Ankers life to leade, with nailes to ſcratch my graue, 
Mhere earthly wozmes on me ſhallfeede,is allthe iopes I craue. 
And hide my ſelle from ſhame, ſith that mine eyes do lee, 
ch, alalalantida, mp deare dame hath thus tozmented me. 
And all that pꝛeſent be, with dolefull tunes helpe than: 
Andling bis, woe wozth on me fozſaken man, 
Finis E. O 


Finding ns reliefe, he complaineth thus. 


12 queſt of beleele, I find deſtreſſe: 
In recompence of loue, moſt deepe 1 F 
2 p 


— 


N The Paradiſe 
Spy languoz ſuch as wozdes map not expꝛeſſe, 
A ſhower ol teares my watrie eye doth raine, 
I dzeame ol bliſſe, and do define ol woe, 
J wander in the thoughts ol mylwert foe: 
A would no peace, the cauſe ol warre J le, 
J hope, I leare, J burne, J chill in froſt: 
J lic alow, pet mountes my mind on hie. 
Thus doubt ſull ſtoꝛmes mp troubled thoughts haue toſt. 
And foz my paine, this pleaſure do 3 pꝛoue. 
J hate my ſelfe, and pine in others lone. | 
Che wozld J graſve, pet hold J nought at all: 
At liberty J ſeeme in pꝛiſon pent: 
I taſt the ſwert moze ſowze then bitter gall, 
My ſhip le mes ſo und, and pet her ribs be rent. 
And out alas on foztune falſe J crie, 
L ooke what J craue, that ftill he doth deny. 
Both life and death be equall vnto me, 
I do deſire to die, vet traue Flite, 
Py wits with ſundꝛie thoughtes do dilagree: 
yſelſe am with mp ſelle at moztall trite: 
As warmth ol Sun doth melt the ſiluer (now, 
The heate of loue,bebold conſumes me lo. 
Funs, H. Hill, 


Written vpon the death of his eſpeciall good friend M. Iohn Bar- 
nabe, who departed this life at Benſted in the County of South- 
hampton, the 25. of Ianuarie, 1579. AEtatis,79. 

M own good father thou art gone, thine eares are ſtopt W clap, 

Thy Shoſt is fled, thy body dead, thou heareſt not what J ſay: 

Chy deareſt friends may figh and ſob, thy childzen trie and call: 

Thy wife may waile and not pꝛeuaile, noz doe thee good at all. 

Though reaſon would we ſhouldreloyce, and trickling teares reſtrain 

Pet kindlineſſe and friendlineſſe,enfo2ce vs tocomplatne 

Chp life was good, our loſle the moꝛe, thy pꝛeſente cheerd out hart, 

Chy lacke and abſence turne thereloꝛe, our ſolace into ſmart. 

I found thce both a kindly friend, and friendly father too, 

Bernabe lacks bꝛeath, O ctuell death, and couldſt thou part vs two: 

But dꝛath derides my wofull woꝛds, and to my ſapinges ſaith, 

Tug loouch wight A did but right, J fozce,no friend noz faith. 


The 


Fd 


of Daintie Deuiſes, 
Cbe L 02d of life, and Lozd of death, my thzeatning hand did let, 
Elſe when that he in cradle lap, J might haue claunde my debt. 
Bis coꝛpes is clad with clods ol earth bis ſoule doth ſoare on high, 
Beloꝛe the thzone of God aboue, whoſe ſeruant he did die: 
And thou bis friend,and ſhe his ſpouſe, and they his childzen ſhal, 
Behols the father ,friendand mate, whoſe abſence grieues pou all- 
But he noꝛ cannoz wil returne to thee, o her oꝛ them, 
Foz heauen is his, he lines in bliſſe, ye dwel with moztall men, 
pre dwell in darke and dzeadfull denne, in pziſon pent are pee: 
Be lines in light, and all delight, from thzaldome franke andfre: 
Wiſh not that he ſhould come to you,foz then ye do him w2ong, 
But wilh that ye map goe to him, the bleſſed Saints among. 


Finis. . H. D 


| Calumnon ſolum, 

F care 02 skill could conquere vaine deſires: 

Oꝛ reaſons raines, my ſtrong affectionſfap : 
Then ſhould my ſighes to quiet bꝛeaſt retire: 
And ſhun ſuch ſighes asſecret thoughtes bew2ap. 

Uncomelploue, which now lurkes in mp byeaſt: 

Should ccaſe mp griefe,though wiſedoms power opꝛeſt 
But who can leaue tolooke on Venus face, 

Oꝛ pecltethnotto Iunos high eſtate? | 
What wit ſo wiſe, as giues not Pallas place: 
Theſe vertues rare, each Gods did peeld a mate. 

Dane her alone, who pet onearth dothraigne: 

Whoſe beauties ſtring, no God can wel deſtraine. 
What wozldly wight can hope foz heauenly hire, 
Ulhen onelyſighes muſt make his ſecret mone: 

A ſilent ſute doth ſild to grace aſpire: 
My haples hap doth ro wle the reſtles fone: 

Pet Phebe faire diſdaind the heauens abone, 

To ſop on earth her pooze Endimions loue. 
Rare is reward, where none can ſuſtly craue, 
Foꝛ chance is choite, where reaſon makes no claime, 
Pet luckeſometimes,diſpairing ſoules doth ſane, 
A happy ſtarre made Giges top attaine, 

A llauich Smith ol rude and raſcal race, 
Found meanes in time, to gaine I Goddeſſe grace. 
| 3 
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Thenloftte Lone thy facred ſales adnance, 
Py aighing Seas ſhall flow with ftreames of feares: 
Amſdft diſdaine dztue fozth thy dolefull chance, 
A valiant mind no deadly danger feares: 
Who lones aloft,and ſets his hart on hie, 
Deſerues no paine though he doe — and die. 
FINIS E. O 


A louer reie&cd,complaineth. 

He trickling teares that fals along my cheeke s, 
The ſecret fighes,that ſhowes my in ward griefc: 
The pꝛeſent paines perfozce, that loue aye ſeekes: 
Bids me renue my cares without relicke. 

In wofull ſong, in dole diſplay, 

My penſine hart fo2 to bewzap. 
Bewꝛap thp grieſe, thy wofull hart with ſpeede, 
Reſigne thy vopce to her that cauſde thy woe: 
With irklome cries, be waile thy late done deede, 
Foz the thou loueſt, is ſure thy moztal foe. 

And helpe foz thee there is none ſure, 

But ſtill in paine thou muſt endure. 
The ftricken Deare hath helpe to heale his wound, 
The haggard Hawke with to ile is made fall tame, 
The Urongeſt tower, the Canon lapes on ground, 
Che wileſt wit that euer had the fame, 

Nas cthꝛal to lone by Cupids ſieightes: 
Then weigh mp cauſe with equal weightes 
Sbe is mp lop, che is mp care and woe, 
She is my paine, ſhe is my eaſe therefo;e: 
She is my death, ſhe is mp life alſo, 
She ts mp ſalue, ſhe is my wounded ſoze. 
In fineſhe hath the hand and knife, 
Chat map both ſaue and end my life. 
And ſhall I fue on earth to be her thzall- 
And ſhal J ſue and ſerue her al in vaine- 1 
And kiſſe the ſteps that ſhe let fall, 

And ſhal I pꝛay the Gods to kœpe the paine, 

From her that is ſo cruel ſtil: 


Hs, no, on her wozke al pour wil, 
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And let her keele the power ol al pour might, 
And let der baue her moſt deſire with ſpeed, 
And let her pine awap both day andnighe, 
And let her mone, and none lament her niede, 
i 
Deſpiſe her ſtate and me, f 
pen 18. EQ 


ME Not attaining to his deſire, he complaineth. 
Am not as I ſeme to be,foz when J ſmile I am not glad, 
A thꝛal, although pou count me free, J moſt inmirth molt peſine ſad 
Ifmile to ſhade mp bitter ſpig ht, as Haubal that ſaw in ſight, (down. 
His countrie ſoile, with Carthage towne,by Romaine fozce defaced 
And Ceſar that pzeſented was with noble Pompeis pzincely heave» 
As twere ſome iudge to rule the caſe,a flood of teares he ſeemd to ſhed. 
Although indeed it ſpꝛung of iop, pet other thought it was annop, 
Thus contraries be vſde J find,of wiſe to cloke the touert mind. 
J Hanibal that ſmiles fo2 griefe,andlet you Ceſars teares ſuffice, 
The one that layghes at his miſchiete. the other all foz toy that cries, 
J ſmile to ſe me ſcoznedſo, you weepe fo2 top to ſee me woe: 
And J in hart by loue Claine dead. pꝛeſents a place of Pompeis head. 
O erual hap and hard effate,thatfozceth me to loue my foe, 
Accurſed be ſo foule a fate,my choice foz to pꝛeſte it ſo, 
Ho long to fight with ſecret ſoze,andfindnoſecret ſalue therefoze, 
Some purge their paine by plaint I ino, but I in vaine do bzeaty my 
; inis. „ (winde. 


A young Gentleman willing to trauell into forraine parts, being 
entreated to ſtay in England. Who wrote as followeth. 

VVS. ſeckes the way to winne renoune, 

Oz flpeth with wings of high deſtre: 
Who ſekes the wap to winne renowne, 
Oꝛ bath the mind that wouldaſpire, 
Let him his natiue ſoile eſcew:; 

Let him go range, and ſeeke a new. 

Each haughty hart is well content, 

Mith euerp chance that ſhall betide, 

No hap can hinder his entent, 

He ledfalt ſtands though Foztune lide. 
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The Sunne lapeth he doth ſhine as wel, 

Abꝛoad as erlſt where J did dwell. 

In change of ſtreames each fiſh can line, 
Cach fowle content with euerp aire: 

The noble mindes each where can thziue, 
And not be dzownde in deepe diſpaire, 

TUhcreſoze J tudge all lands alike, 

To haughtpharts thatfoztuneſecke, 
To toſſe the (cas ſome thinkesa toile, 
Some thinke it ſtrange abzoad to rome: 
Dome thinke it griefe to leaue their ſoile, 
Cheir parents, kinſtolks and their home. 

Think ſo who liſt I like it not: 

A muſt abꝛoad to trie my lot. 
Who liſt at home at cart to dʒudge: 
And carke and care ſoꝛ woꝛldly traſh, 
With buckled choe let dim goe trudge: 
In ſtead ol launte, a whip to ĩwaſh: 

A mind that's baſe humſelſe will ſhow, 
Acarrion ſweet tofeede the crow: 
Tf Iaſon of that mind had beene, 
Oz wand2ing Pzince that came from Ereece, 
The golden fleete had beene to winn e 
And Pꝛiams Troy had been in bliſſe. 

Chougb dead in deedes, and clad in clap, 
Their wozthyfame will nere decay · 

The Moꝛthies nine that were of mights: 
By trauell wonne immoꝛtall pꝛaiſe: 

Il they had liued like Carpet knightes, 
Conſuming idelp all their dates, 

Their pꝛaiſes had been with them dead, 
Where now abꝛoad their fame is ſpzead: 


Fins. 


No ioy comparable to a quiet mind. 


1 Floathſome race purſued by ſlippery life, 
Whoſe ſugred guile, with glittering top pꝛeſent: 
Thecarefal Shoſt oppzeſſedſo2e with ſtꝛile: 
peeldesgaſtly groanes from painetul paſſions (ent; 


The 
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"The firmefull fleſh that beares bim here in view. q 
In ſtead of life doth dzeadfull death purſue. | 
Che wap he ſecth by touch of merites grace, 2 
Whereinto runne alas he gladly would, I 
But filthy fleſh his wzetcheddwelling place, 2 
Dotb ſo rebell,at that which doe he ſhould, | 1 
Cbat ſillie ſoule, who ſeedes his heauie neede, 1 
Can onelp will, but not perfozme indeed. x 
Chy will thzough grace doth oft deſire the good, b 
But all invaine,foz that the ſleſhlie foe, | 
Pecldes fozthſuch fruites as finnes hath bꝛed in bud, 3 
And blindly ſuckes the ſap ol deadly woe. 
Eſteeming ſhewes of fickle fancies knowne, 7 
And ſcoꝛning fruit by grace, eternall ſowne. 
T bougheye doth ſee, that death doth ſwallow all, 
Both life and luſt and enerp ſound delight: 
Pet wzetched fleſh thzongh ſinne is made ſo th2all, 
That noughtit markes apparant thinges in ſight: 
Chat might him traine to care of better grace, 
Both doth him bale, with greedy luſt embzace, 
Then ſinee deſert and all thinges weare away, 
That nought remaine but fruit ofgrace o2 ſine: 
God build in vs ſuch conſcience as can ſap, 
This fruit not mine, but ſinne that dwell in me. 
Foz wo to fine, J dailie die in ſight: 
That vnto Chʒiſt I map reuiue my ſpzight, 
Finis. quod Candiſh. 


That loue is requited by diſdaine. 

Nlearch of thinges that ſecret are, my mated muſe began 

Mhat it might be, moleſted moſt the head and mind ol man. 
Che bending bꝛow ol Pꝛinces face to wzath that doth attend, 
Oz want of parents, wife oꝛ child, oꝛ loſſe of faithf ull friend, 
Che roaring of the Canonſhot,that makes the peece to ſhake, 
Oꝛ terro2 ſuch as mighty Ioue from heauen abone can make, 
All theſe in fine map not compare experiente ſo doth pꝛoue, 
Unto the tozments ſharpe and ſtrange ol ſuch as be in lone, 
Loue lookes aloft and laughes to ſcoꝛne, all ſuch as griete anno p, 
Che moꝛe extreame their paſſions be, the greater is his iop, © | 

* us | 
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C dus loue as victoꝛ of the field,triumphes abone the reſt: 
And toycs to ſee bis ſubie ces lie, wilh lining death in bzealſt; 
But dire diſdaine lets dꝛiue a ſhalt. and gaules this bzagging foole, 
Ve pluckes his plumes, vnbendes his bow:and ſets bim new to ſchwle. 
Whereby this boy that bꝛaggedlate, as conquer our ouer all: 
Now peeldeshumſclle vnto diſtaine, his vallal and bis thꝛall. 


Finis, W. Hunnis. 


Ofa contentedeſtate. 


N wealth we ſce ſome wealthie mẽ̃, aboũd in wealth moſt wealthy: 
In welth we ſce thoſe men again, in welth do lue moſt wꝛetchedly 
And pet of wealth hauing moze ſkoze, 
Then earſt of wealth they had befoze. (haue 
Cheſe welthy men do ſ&me to want they ſerme to want ÿ moſt they 
The moze poſſeſſe, the moze they craue, p moꝛe they traue, the greater 
The molt they haue, they thinke but ſcant, (coze: 
Pet not content woe be therefoze. tent 
The ſimple me that leſſe wealth haue, with leſſer wealth we ſee con⸗ 
Content are they twirt welth and ſcath a life to leade indifferent. 
And thus ol wealth theſe men had mode. 
Then thoſe of which we ſpoke beloze. | 
FINIS, W. Hunnis, 


Being diſdained he complaineth. 
F friendleſſe faith, if guiltleſſe thought map ſhield, 
L. ſimple truth that neuer meant to ſwarue, 
Il derre deſire accepted ſruit do peld, 
Il greedy luſt, in loyall life dor ſerne, 
Then may myplaint .be waile my heaute harme., 
T bat ſcekivg calme haue tumbled on the ſtoꝛme, 
My wonted cheare eclipſed by the cloud, 
Ofreepe tiſdatne,thzougherroz ofrepo2(: 
If weatie wecnwzapped in the ſhzowde: 
Lies ſlaine by tongue ol the vnfriendly ſozt, 
Vet heauen and earth, and all that nature wzought, 
J call to vow of mp vnſpotted thought. 
Noſhate J ſeeke in part to ſhield mp taint, 
But imple truth, J hunt no other ſute: 
On that 3 gape, the ilſue ol my plaint, 
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If that J quallezlet iuſtice me confute, 
Il that my place amongſt the guiltleſſe ſo2e, 

Repap by dome mp name and good repozt. 
Ooe heaute verſe, purſued deſlredgrace, 
Mhere pittie ſhꝛinde in tell ofſecret bꝛeaſt: 
Awaites mp baſte, the rightfull lot to place, 
And loathes to ſee the guiltles man oppꝛeſt, 
Mbole vertues great, hath crownd her moze with fame, 
Then kingly ſtate, thought largely ſhine the ſame, 


——_ L. Vaux. 


Of the meane eſtate. 
1 higher that the Cedar tree, vnto the heanens do grows, 
The moze in danger is the tap, when ſturdy winds gan blow. 

D Judges then in pꝛincely thꝛone, to be devolde ol hate, 
Doth pet not know what heapes of ill, lies hid in ſuch eſtate⸗ 
Such dangers great,ſuch gripes of mind, ſuch toile do they ſuſfaine, 
That oftentimes of God they wich, to be vnkingde againe. 

Foz as thehuge and mighty rockes, withftand the raging ſeas. 
Do kingdomes inſubtection be, whereas dame koztune pleaſe, 
Of bzittle toy, of ſmiling cheare,of honey mixt with gall, . 
Alotted is to enerpp2ince in freedome to be thzal. 
What watches long, what l&epes vnſure, what griefe and care of mind 
What bitter bzoiles: what endleſſe toiles to kingdoms be aſſignde? 

Che ſubien then may well compare, with Pꝛinte foz pleaſant daies 
Whoſe filent nights bꝛinges quiet reſt, whoſe ſteps no ſtoꝛm bewzaies. 
How much we be then bound to God, who ſuch pꝛouiſion makes, 
To lap our cares vpon the Pztnce, thus doth he foz our ſakes, 
Co bim therefoze let vs lift bp our harts,andpzap amatne: 
That euer Pzince that be hath plac'd,may long in quiet raign. 


Finis. 


Ofa contented mind. 
Hen all is done and ſaid, the end thus ſhall you find: 
The moſt ol all do bath in bliſſe,that hath a quiet mind: 
And cleare from wozldlp cares, to deeme can be content- 
The ſweeteſt time ofal this life,in thinking to be ſpent, 
Che body ſubiect is to fickle Foztunes power, 
Aud to a million oł miſhaps, is caſual cueryhower. 
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And death in time toth change it to a clodofclap;, 

t ben as the mind which is diume, runnes neuer to decap; 
Companion none is like vito the mind alone, 

Foz many haue been harm d byſpeech thzough thinking le iw oz none, 

Few olten imes reſtraineth wozts, but makes no tboughtes to ceaſe, 

And be ſpeake s beſt that hath the skill, when foz to hold his peace. 

Our wealth leaues vs at death, our kinſmen at the graue, 

But vertucs of the mind vnt o the heauens with vs we haue. 

Thereſoꝛe ſoꝛ vertues ſake, J can be well content, 

The ſweeteſt time ol all my liſe, to deeme in thinking ſpent, 


Fuus, L. Vaux. 


T ric before you truſt. 


12 counſaile mine tſtate, abandonde to the ſpoile: 
Olkoꝛged friendes, whoſe groſeſt fraud, is let with fineſt ſople, 
To vercfie true dealing wightes, whoſe truſt no treaſon treades: 
And all too deare the acquaintance be,of ſuch moſt harmefull beades. 
I am aduiſcd thus, who ſo doth friend, friend ſo: 
As though to mozrow next he fearde,foz to become a foe. 
T haue a fained friend, no perill like J find, 
Ott fle ar ing lece map man tell beſt, a miſchiefe in tbe mind. 
A paire of Angels eares oft times, doth hide a Serpentes hart. 
Under whoſe gripes who ſo doth ceme, to late bewailes the (mart, 
W. herefoꝛe J do aduiſe, who ſo doth friend, friend ſo, 
As thongb to mo2rownert he fearde foz to become afoe. 
Refuſe reſpecting friendes, that courtly know to faine: 
Foꝛ gold that wins,fo2 gold ſhall looſe the ſelfe ſame ſriend againe. 
Thc Quaile needes neuer feare, the Fowlersnets to lall, 
Ihe would neuer bend his eare, to liſten to his call, 
Lhercfoze truft not tos ſoone, but when pou ſriend friend ſo, 
As though to mozrow next you fearde,foz to become a foe, 
Finis. L. Vaux. 
He renounceth all the effects ofloue. 
Ike as the Hart that lifteth vp bis cares, 
To heate the houndes, that hath bim in the chaſe: 
Octh calt the wind in dangers and in feares: 
Mithſly ng foote to paſſe awap apace. 
So muſt J flie of lone the vaine pu ſuite; 
Wibercof the gaine is le ler then the krult. 


Aud 


” 
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And J alſo muff loath thoſe learing lookes, 
Where loue doth lun ke ill with bis ſubtle leſght: 
Cith painted mockes, and inward hidden hookes 
To trappe bp truſt, that licth not in waite. | 
Lhe end whereof aſſap it who ſo ſhall, 

Is ſugred ſmart, and {inward bitter gall, 

And J muſt flie thoſe Sirian ſongs, 

Mhere with that Circes Vliſſes did enchant, 
Theſe wil ie wattes, Jmeane with filed tongues, 
That harts of ſteele haue power to daunt. 

Mho ſo as Hauke that ſfoopeth to their call, 
Fo2 moſt deſert receineth leaſt ol all, 

But woe to me that firſt beheld thoſe eyes, 
The trappe wherein J ſap that J was tane, 
And out ward ſalue, which inward me deſtropes, 
M hereto J run as Rat vnto her bane, 

As to the fiſh ſometime it doth befall, 

Cbat with the baite doth ſwallow hooke and all. 

Mithin my bꝛeaſt where with J dayly feede, 

The vaine repaſt ot amozous hotedeſire: 

With loitering luſt ſs long that hath me fed, 

Till he hath bzought me to the flaming fire: 

In time as Phoenix ends her care and carkes 

A make the fire,and burne mp ſelle with ſparkes. 
Finis, L, Vaux, 


Bethinking himſelfe of his end,writeth thus. 

V Hen J behold the beare my laſt a poſting hoꝛſe, 
That beare ſhal to the graue, mp vile & carren coarſe: 
Then J (ay filly w2etch, why doſt thou put thy truſt 
In thinges thats made ol clap and ſoone will turn to duſt: 
Doſt thou not ee the poung, the hardie andthe faire, 
Chat now are paſt and gone, as though they neuer were? 
Doll thou not ſee thy ſelfe dzaw howze'ts to thy l iſt⸗ 
As thafts the which are ſhot at birdes that flyeth laſt⸗ 
Doſt thou not ſec how death doth ſtrike thzough with his Lance, 
& ome by war, ſome by plague, x ſome by woꝛldly chance? 
Chat thing is there on carth.fo2 pieaſurc that was made: 
But g4.th moꝛe (wilt awep, then doth the lummer thade? 
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Loe here the Sommer flower, that ſpꝛung this other day, 
But winter withereth as laſt, and bloweth cleane away. 
Euen ſo ſhalt thou conſume, from youth to loathlome age, 
Fo2 death hedotbnot ſpare, the Pꝛince moze then the Page. 

Thy houſe ſhall be of clay, a clot vnder thy head: 
Untill the latter day, the graue ſhall be thy bed. 
Untill the blow:nx trumpe doth lay, to all andſome: 


Nile vp out ol the graue, fo now the iudge is come, 
FINIS. L. Vaux. 


Beeing in loue hee complaineth, 
koꝛſt by loue and feare to pleaſe and not offend: 
Mithin the woꝛds pou would me wzite,a meſſage J mult ſend. 
A wolull err x ſure a wꝛetched man muſt waite, 
A w2ctched tale a wolull head, beſemcth to endite. 
But what can he but wale, that hath but all he would» 
And pet that all it nought at all, but lacke at all he ſhould. 
But lacke of all his mind, what can be greater griefe: | 
Chan haue and lacke that likes him beſt muſt ncedes be moſt milchiete, 
No ale what makes the waile this ſome might ſap full wel, 
Thou haſt no harme but of thy ſelfe, as thou thy lelle canſt tell. 
To whome J aunſwere thus . ſince all my harmes do grow. 
Up2nmyſclfe,ſo of mp ſelfe, ſome hap may come J trow. 
And ſince Xſee, both hap and harme betides to mee: 
Foz pꝛeſent woe mp after bliſſe, will make me not foꝛget ther. 
Who hath a field of gold and map not come therein: 
Muſtt liue in hope, till he haue fozce his treaſure well to winne. 
Whoſe toyes by hope of dꝛead, to conquer oꝛ to loſe: 
So great a wealth doth riſe, and foꝛ example doth diſcloſe: 
Co wiune the golden fleece, ſtode Iaſon not in dꝛead. 
Till Medeas hope of health, did glue him hope to ſpeede. 
Pet ſure his minde was much, and pet his ſeare the moze- 
Chat hath no hap but by pour helpe, my hap foz to reſtoze. 
The raging Bulles he dꝛead: yet by his Ladies charme, 
He knew tt might be bꝛougght to paſſe, they could do little harme. 
Unto whoſe grace yœld he, as J do offer met 
Into pour bands to hap, not like him ſoꝛ to be. 
But as King Priamus did peeld him to the wil 
Df Cralled(alle, which him lozſooke with Diomede to ſpil. . 
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So Its vou commend mp faith, and eke my iop, 
J hope pou wil not be ſsfalſe, as Creſled was to Tray: 
F02 if J be vntrue, her Lazars death J wich, 
And eke in ther il thou be falſe, her clapper and her dich. 


Finis. R. L 


Being in trouble, he writeth thus. 
N terroꝛs trap with thzaldomes th2uſt, 
Their thzonp thonghtes to taſt and trie. 
In conſcience cleare from cauſe vniuſt, 
Wlithcarping teares did call and crie, 
And ſalid O God, pet thou art he, 
That can and wil deliuer me. Bis 
Thus trembling there with teares I trod, 
To totter tide in truthes defence: 
Mith ſighes and ſobs, J ſaid O God, 
Let right not haue this recompence. 
Leſt that my foes might laugh to ſe, 
That thou wouldſt not deliuer me. Bis. 
Mp ſoule then to repentance ranne, 
Mpragged clotbes all rent and toꝛne: 
And did bewaile the lolle it wanne, 
With loathſome lile, ſo long fozlozne, 
And ſaid O Sod, pet thou art he, 
That can and wil deliner me - Bis, 
Then comfozt came with clothes of top, 
Whoſe ſcames were faithful (tedfaſtnes: 
And did bedecke the naked boy, 
That earſt was ful of wꝛetchednes, 
And ſaid be glad, foꝛ God is he, 
That ſhoꝛtly will deliuer thee, 
Finis. W. Hunnis. 
Being troubled in minde writeth as followeth. 
Hẽ bitter ſweat that ſtrames mp peelded hart, 
The careleſſe count that doth the ſame embzace: 
The doubtfull hope to reape my due deſert; 
The penſiue path that guides my reſtles race, 
Are at ſuch warre within my ded beſt; 
As doth bercaue my lop, and ebe in reſt, 
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Py greedy will that ſeckes the golden gatne, 
My lucklefſe lot doth alwap take in worth, 

Py matcdminde,that dꝛeades mp ſates in valne, 
My pittious plaint doth helpe to (et it foꝛth, 

So that betweene two waues of raging ſeas, 

I dzine my daies in troubles and diſeaſe. 


p wofulleyes do take their chiefe delight, 
Co leede their kill vpon the pleaſant maze, 
My hidden harmes that grow in me bp ſight: 
Mitzi pining pains to dziue me from the gaze, 
And to my hope J reape no other hire, 
But burne my ſelle, and J do blow the fire. 
Finis. I. Haywood, 
Looke or you leape. 
12 thou in ſurety ſafe will ſit, 
If thou delight at reſt to dwell, 
Spend no moze wozds then lhallſceme fit, 
Let tongue in ſilence talke expell, 
In all thinges that thou ſeeſt men bent, 
Ser all, ſapnought. hold thee content. 


Jn woꝛldly woꝛkers degrees are thꝛee 
Markers, doers and lookers on: 
The lookers on bane liberty, 
Both the others to iudge vpon, 
Mhereloꝛe in all as men are bent, 
Ser all:ſap nought hold thee content. 


The markers oft are in fault found, 
Che doers doubt of pꝛatſe oz ſhame: 
The lookers on find ſureſt ground, 
They haue the fruit yet free fzom blame 
This doth perſwade in all here ment, 
Sek all:ſap nought, hold ther content. 


The Þzoverbe is not ſouth and welt, 
Which bath bern laid long time ago: 
Ol little me dling commeth great reit 
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Che buſte man neuer wanted woe, 
The beſt wap is in all woꝛldes ſent, 


Der all. ſap nought, hold thee content. 


Finis. I. Haywood. 
A deſcription of the world. 


V Hat is the woꝛld: a net to mare the ſoule, 
A malle of ſinne, a deſert ol deceipt: 

A moments top, an age ol wꝛetched dole: 

A lure from grace, fo2 fleſha loathſome baite. 

Unto the mind a canker, wozme ol care, 

Unlure, vniuſt in rendzing man his ſhare, 


A place where pzide 0ze-runsthe honeſt mind, 
Where rich men fopns to rob the ſhiftleſſe wꝛetch: 
Where bꝛibing miſts do blind the Judges ey ne: 
Where Paraſites the fatteſt crummes do catch: 
Where good deſerts which challenge like reward, 
Are ouer-blowne with blaſtes of light regard. 


And what is man-duſt,ſinne,a puffe of winde, 
Concetu'd in ſin plac'de in the wozld with griefe: 
Bꝛought vppe with care, till care hath caught his mind, 
And then till death vouchſafe bim ſome reliefe, 

Dap pea noz night his care doth take an end: 
Co gather goods foz other men to ſpend, 


O fooliſh manthat art in office plaſt, 
CThinke whence thou cameſt, and whether thou ſhalt goe, 
Che haughtie oakes ſmall windes bane oucrcaft, 
When lender weedes in rougheſt weather grow. 
Cuen \opale death oft ſpares the wꝛetched wight: 
And woundeth you, who wallow in delight, 


Pon luſtie youthes that nouriſh high defre, 
Abate your plumes which make poulooke ſo bigge: 
The Coliterscut,the courtiers ſteed will tire, 
Euen lo the Clarke the Parſons graue doth dig, 
M ole hap ſo is, pet here long life to winne: 

Doti, heape God wot, but * 
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And to be ſhoꝛt, all ſoꝛtes of men take heed, 
The thunder bolts, the loftte towers teare: 


The lightning flaſh, conſumes the honle of reede, 


Pea moe, in time all cartblie tbinges will weare, 
Daue on ly man, who as his carthly time io 
A hall live in woe oꝛ elle in endlelle bliſſe. 

Pinis. G. Gaske. 


A witty and plc Aſant eonceite. 


V VV Pa bat ſonde deugbtewbat fancies ſkrange, 
© hat deepe deſpigbt:? what ſuddaine chage? 


What it; ting gricke: what deepe debates, 


Dcoriim:e io rile in doltiſh pates? 


ho vie wes end ſees, and takes no heed, 
Aboſeckes degtee and cannot ſpeed, 
In Lead of topes ihail reape ſach woes, 
As bced annoies twirt fricntoandfoce, 


Ado witing wants and lues alone, 
TUhenth;uitng ſcants is ouerth: alone, 
A ho ſcekes to thꝛiue, and findes no wap, 
Sap chancc to ſctiue and marre the play. 


UWhslperts his wealth, and winnes the wine, 

Doth burt himſelie and helpe theſwine: 

Tl ho hauntes the houſe where ale is ſold, 
Map gaine a am, and lote his gold. 


ho ſpinnes by ſpight and rer les by woe, 
l ho takes delight in reling ſo: 
Deti vubbe humleile a dꝛouſie hea 
And bzunges a dzeuſie foole to bed. 


ho rides aloft and cannot rule, 7 
TL bo ſite not (oft, and keepes his ſtoole, 1 
Doth both content themſelues with wzong, „ 


Vnt wiſe men will not vle it long. 
FINIS, I, II. = 
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of Daintic Deuiſes. 
The complaint ofa finner,and ſung by the Earle of Eſſex 8 


vpon his death bed in Ireland. 
O? heauenlp God, O lather teare, caſt dolune thy tender eye 
Upon a wietch that pꝛoſtrate here, betoʒe thy face Toth lic: 
O poure thy pꝛetious opie of grace into my wounded hart, 
O let the dꝛops of mercy ſwage, the rigour ol my (mart, 


y ſainting ſoule ſuppꝛeſſed ſoꝛe with carefull clogge of ſinne, 
In humble ſoꝛt ſubmits it glfe, thy mercy foz to winne: * 
Gr ant mercy then © Sauiour ſweet. to me moſt wokull thꝛall, 
Whoſe mauraefull cxie to thee O L02d,doty till fog mercy call. 


Thy bleſſed will J haue 2:\pifoe vpon a Fivvozne minde, 
Aud to the ſwap of woꝛldly thinges, my ſeife J haue enc.inde: 
Fo:cetttng heauen + heauenip powers, where God x Salnts do dwwell. 
My lile had like to tread the path, that leades the wap to hell, 


But now inp Loꝛd mp Loadeffarre bzſght, I will no moze do ſo, 
To think: vponmyfozmer like, mp hart doth melt ſo2 wo: 
Alas J ſigh, alas J ſobbe, alas 7 do repent, 
That euer my licentious will, ſo wickedly was bent, 


Sith thus thereſoꝛe with careful plaint, I do thy mercy traue, 
O Loʒo taꝛ thy great mertpſalie, let me thy mercy haue: 
Veſtoꝛe to liſe the wꝛetched ſuite, that elſe to lie to die: 

o ſhall my voice vuto thy name flag pate eternal p. 
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Nobu bleſlſed be the Father firſt, and bleſſed be the Sonne, 
And bleũed be the holy Sr oſt, dy whome all tbinges are done: 
Bleſſe me O bleſſed Trinit.e, with thine eternal grace, 
That after death my ſoule map haue, in deauen a dwelling place. 


mis. 


The fruit chat ſpringes from wilfull wits, is ruth and ruines rage, 
And ſure hat headleile youth commits, repentance rues in age. 
[| Kage in reſtleſſe youth, and rutne rule mp dapes, 
3 rule ate) mp reſtleſſe pouth,by rules ol reaſons wales, 
Iranneſs en, a race, in ſearch ol ſureſt way: | 
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Thatlepſure learnde me tread,the trace that leades to lewde decay, 

I gane ſolarge a raine, to vnreſtrained bit, 

That now with pꝛoole of after paine, I waile my want of wt. 

J trifled fozth the time, with truſt to ſelle concettes, 

Uhilt plenties ble pꝛickt fozth mp time, to ſeeke fo2 ſugred baites, 

Wherein once learnd to find, J found ſo ſwerte a taſte, 

That due fo2eſight of after ſpeed, ſelle will eſleemed waſte. 

Which will thzough wilfulnes, bath wzought mp witlefle fall, 

And heedeleſſe youths vnskilfulneffe, hath lapt iny life in thꝛal. 

CUhbcrebp bÞ pꝛoofe J know, that pleaſure bʒædeth paine, 

And he that cuill ſeed doth ſow,eutll fruit mult reape againe. 

Let ſuch thereſoꝛe whoſe pouth, and purſes are in pzime 

Fozeſce and ſhun the helpeleſſe ruth, which ſues milpent of time, 

Joꝛ want is next to waſte, and ſhame doth ſinne enſue, 

Euill ſpeeding pꝛoole hath needeleſſe haſte, my ſelle hath pꝛoude it true. 

When neighbors next houſe burnes, tis time thereof take heede, 

Foz Foztunes wheele hath choice of turnes, which change of chances 

My laile bath bene aloft, though now J beare but low. (bꝛerde. 

Who climes ſo high, ſceld falleth ſolt, deadſt ebbe hath higheſt flow. 
FINIS, quod Yloope, 


Maiſter Edwardes his I may not. 
1 H ap bp kind Dame nature willes, all earthly wightes to ſing, 
In May the new and coopledfooles map toy the lively ſpꝛing: 

In Map the Nightingale her notes doth warble on the ſpꝛay, 

In Map the birdes their moſſie neſts, do timber as thep map, 

In Map the ſwift and turning Hart, her bagged belly lakes, 

In Map the little ſucking Mattes, do play with tender flaxe: 

All creatures may in Map be glad, no ap can me remoue, 

J ſoꝛrowin Map, ſince I map not, in Pay obtaine my loue, 


The ſfatelie Hart in May, doth mue his old and palmed beames, 
His ſtate renewes in May, be leapes to view Apollos ſtreames. 
In Map the Bucke bis hoꝛned toppes doth hang vpon the pale, 
In Pay he ſeekes the paſtures greene, in ranging oner t he dale. 
In ay the vglie ſpeckled ſnake, doth caſt her loathſome skinne. 
In ap the better that be map increaſe the ſcalte skiune: 
All thinges in May I ſee, they map reioice like Turtle Done, 
Iſozrow in Map, ſnce I map not, n Pay obtaine my loue. 

Now 


c. 3 
Now may JA mourtie in fruitfull Pap, who map 01 ca redzefſe} - 
Py Pay is ſozrow, ſince ſhe that map, withholdes my Pap a fr eſh. 
Thus muſt J play in pleaſant Map, till I map May at will, 

Mitb ber in Pay, whoſe Pap my life, naw may both l aue and ſpill. 
Contented harts that haue pour hope, in Pay you may at large, 
Unfold pour iopes, expel your cares, and maske inplcaſares barg e. 
Saue J alone in ap. that map lament fo2 my behoue, 

JI mourne in Pap, til that J m_— Pay obtaine mploue. 


The complaint of a ſorrowfull ſoule. 


(=== ſalue of ſinne, whpdoſt thy ſoule behold: | 
That ſeekes ber ſell from tangling faults,by ſtriuing ts vufold, 
What plea ſhall I put in, when thou doſt ſunnnons ſend, 

T otudge ihe people of the earth, and gine the wozld an end. 

When euerp deed and woꝛd, yea euerp ſecret thought, 

In open view of all the wozld,Chal vnto light be bzought. 


do many iudges ſhall againſt me ſentence giue, 

As by example of good wozks, hath taught how A ſhould liue. 
So manp pleaders hall confound mp carefull caſe, 

As haue in one by ſound aduiſe, ſought to engraft by grace. 
So many ſhall that time, againſt me witnes beare, 

As haue beheld my lruitleſſe faith,andſaw my ſinnes appeare . 


CWhereon whiles J domufe, in my amazed mind, 
Frowardthonghtes,familiar ſoes moſt fierce aſſaultes J find, 
My conſcience to mp ace, doth flatlie me accuſe, 
Py ſecret thoughtes within my eares, did whilper ſtil tzelenewes, 
Mine auarice and bꝛiberie, my pꝛide doth bꝛag me downe, 
Pine ennie frets me like a file at other folkesrenowne, 


Concupiſcence inflames, and luſts my lims inkect, 
My meate doth bur then, and my dꝛinke mp weakenes doth detect; 
My llaunders rend myfame, ambition doth ſupplant, 
Pp greedineſſe is not content, but makes me waile loz want. 
Pp mirth but flatterie is, my ſoꝛrowes are vnkind. 


Dith pleaſures runne me out of 1 griefes ſuppʒeſſe mp mind. 
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Behols ny Cod whole nught may me a kree Man make. 

Theſe were my ſriendes, whole tountets curſt. I was content to take, 

Theſe were the lawlefſe Loꝛde, whame 2 did ſerue alway, 

CTheſe were the meiſters whoſe madheſts did too much obap: 

Bebpls mv ſauits malt ſoute, wich foilp Arſt did frame: 

In louing tem ſhould haut loathed whence bzeedeth all my bane. 

Now dee z logke els't, with baſhfull bluſhing face, 

On gio'v thine, that co à may diſcerne mp 6wne diſgrace, 

Mp many ots and great, nnd needes entrea my gall, 

UnlcF? thou with them in thy viom, that ſeꝛ giy lake was ſoft, 

Foꝛgiue the fails O Lo) d, which J from heart repent, 

And grauat my daytõ t co:ne, map be in thy ſweet ſtrimce ſgent. 
Fins, I. Haywood. 


Alluding bis flatc to theprodvigall clyld, 

1 (aiding pouth whole race ſo raſhi⸗ rume, 

Bath left behum to his eterall ſhꝛme: 
The thziſtleſſe fiile ofthe pꝛodigall ſonne: 
To quench remembꝛance of hie other name, 
May now dimde che bur then of bis inc. 
TAith me woenic welchlede thonants cntiſco Fill, 
Co treat tue traa ot is tairnlic ll. 


He tocke his chilzes part at his lat. ers handa, 
Ol Gods tree grace his giſts I dio recelus: 
De trauelied for in manp feꝛraine lang: 
My reſtleſſe mud wauld neuer tanging ꝛeauo. 
Falle qucaues did him of all his colin percave, 
Fond fancies itt imp bʒaine with ſuch aviilc, 
Chat no good hav could ſecke to any vic, 


They dꝛaue hun out when all bis prince Was ſpent, 
My luſts leſt me, wyen lrenath with age was Wozae, 
He was lull faine a Farmers hogs lo tend, 
Sy ile miſied, did reape deſerued ſcoꝛne, 
CThꝛough hunger huge, wherewith his tripes lere tone. 
He icht ſo2 lwads . cuen ſo wiſht J moſt vaine, 
Inſrutledſe pleaſure fondly te remame, 
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Now to come home with him and pardon pay, 

My God I ſap againſt the heauens and thee 

J am not woꝛthy that my lips ſhould ſay 

Behold thy handy woꝛke and pitty me. 

Ok mercy yet my ſoule from faults ſet free. 

To ſeruc thee heere till thou appoint the time, 

Thꝛough Chuiſt, vnto thy bleſſed iopes to clume. 


FINIS, I. Haywood. 


